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Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 
F* this grave Age ao hen Comedies are few, 


We crave your Patronage for one that's Nea; 
Though "twvee poor Stuff, yet bid the Author fair, 
And let the Scarceneſs recommend the Ware. 

Long have your Ears been fil d with Tragic Parts, 

Blond and Blank-Verſe have hard ned all your Hearts; 

IF &er you ſmile, tis at ſome party Strokes, 

Round-Heads and Wooden-Shoes are fanding Folesz © 

The ſame Conceit gives Claps and Hiſſes Birth, 

You're grown ſuch Politicians in your Mirth ! 

For once we try (though tis, I own, unſafe ) 

To pleaſe you all, and make both. Parties laugh. 
Our Author, anxious for his Fame to-night, 

Aud baſhful in his firſt Aitempt to 8 

Lies cautioujly obſcure and unreweal d, 

Lite ancient Actors in a Maſe conceal d. | 

| Cenſure, when no Man knows who writes ; the Play, 

Were much good Malice merely thrown away. 

The mighty Critics ai not blaſt, for Shame, 

A raw young Thing who dares not tell his Name : 

Cood. natur d Fudges will th unknown defend, 

And fear to blame, left they feeuld burt a Friend. 

Each Wit may praiſe it for his own dear Sake, 

And hint he aurit it if the Thing ſhould tate, 

But, if you're rough and uſe him like a Dog, 

Depend upon i. He'll remain Iucog. 

If you foould hiſs, he fevears he'll hiſs as bigh, 

Ard like a Culprit, Join the Hut-and Cry, 


„ d 8 n 


F eruel Men are fiill averſe to ſpare 

| Theſe Scenes, they fly for Refuge to the Fair. 

| Though with a Ghoft our Comedy be heighten'd : 

Ladies upon my word you ſhan't be frighten'd: 
O, 'tis a Ghoſt that ſeems to be uncivil, 

| A awell-fpread, luſty, jointure-hunting Devil: 

An am'rous Ghoſt, that's faithful, fond, and true, 
Made up of Fleſh and Blood af much as 5. 

| Then ev'ry Evening come in Flocks, undaunted ; 

We never think this Houſe is too much haunted. 


Dramatis Perſon. 


M E N. 
Sir George Trurman, Mr. Wilks. 
 Tinſel,” + Mir. Cibber, 
Fantome, the Drummer, Mr. Milli. 
| "RO * Trueman 's 5 Mr. John 3 
Butler, Mr. Pinkethmar. 
Coachman, a Mr. Miller. 
Gardiner, Mr. Norris. 
WOMEN. 
Lady Trueman, Mrs. Oldfield. 


: 6 Mrs. Saunders. 
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"ACTI. SCENE I. 
7 A great Hall. | 


Enter the BUTLER, CoACHMAN, and GARDIX ER. 


flaſt night, that brought a gentleman to 


But. 7 HERE came another coach to town 


enquire about this ſtrange noiſe we hear 


in the houſe. This ſpirit will bring a power of cuſ- 


tom to the Cœorge—If io be he continues his pranks, I de- 
ſign to fell a pot of ale, and ſet up the ſign of the drum. 


Coach. 1'll give Madam warning, that's flat I've 
always lived in ſober families. I'll not diſparage my- 
ſelf to be a ſervant in a houſe that is haunted. 


Card. I'll een marry Nell, and rent a bit of ground 


of my own, if both of you leave Madam; not but that 
Mad am's a very good woman — if Mrs Abigail did 
not ſpoil her Come, here's her health. 5 

But. Tis a very hard thing to be a butler in a houſe, 
that is diſturb'd. He made ſuch a racket in the cellar 


laſt night, that I'm afraid he'll ſour all the beer in my 
8 | Coach, 


barrels, 
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Gas: Why then, John, we ought to take it off as 
faſt as we can. Here's to you He rattled ſo loud 
under the tiles laſt night, that I verily thought the 
houſe would have fallen over our heads. I durſt not go 
up into the cock-loft this morning, if I had 'not got 

one of the maids to go along with me. g 

Card. I thought I heard him in one of my bed-poſts . 
-I maryel, Jobn, how he gets into the houſe, 
when all the daes, are ſhut. 

But. Why look ye, Peter, your ſpirit will creep you 
into an augre hole——————he'll whiſk ye through a 
key-hole, without ſo much as juſtling againſt one o che 
wards. 

Coach. Poor Madam is mainly frighted, that's certain; 
and verily believes it is my Maſter that was killed in the 
laſt campaign. | 
But. Out of all manner of queſtion, Robin, tis Sir 
| George. Mrs. Abigail is of opinion it can be none but his 
honour : he always lov'd the wars; and you know was 
mightily pleas'd from a child with the muſic of a drum, 
a Gard, I wonder his body was never found after the 
battle. 7930 
But. Found! Why, ye fool, is not 1 body here 
about the houſe ? doſt thou think he can beat his drum 
without hands and arms ? 

Coach. Tis Maſter as ſure as I ſtand here alive; and 1 
verily believe I ſaw him laſt night in the town · cloſe. 

Gard. Ay! how did he appear? 

Coach. Like a white horſe. 
But. Pho, Robin, I tell ye he has never ; appear yet 
but | in the ſhape of the ſound of a drum. 
Coach. This makes one almoſt afraid of one's own 
- ſhadow. As I was walking from the ſtable t'other 
night, without my lanthorn, I fell acroſs a beam that 
lay in my way, and faith my heart was in my mouth.— 
I thought I had ſtumbled over a ſpirit. 

But. Thou might'ſt as well have ſtumbled over a 
ſtraw. Why a ſpirit is ſuch a little little thing, that 1 
have heard a man, whe" was a great ſcholar, ſay, that 


he'll 
3 
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| he'll dance ye a Lancaſtire hornpipe upon the point of 
a needle——— As I fat in the pantry laſt night count- 


ing my ſpoons, the candle methought burnt blue, and 


the ſpay'd bitch look'd as if ſhe ſaw ſomething. 


wits. 


Card. Ay, I warrant ye, ſhe hears him many 2 time | 


and often when we don't. 


But. My Lady muſt have him laid, that 85 certain, | 


whatever it caſt her. 


Gard, I fancy when one goes to aura; one might 5 


hear of ſomebody that can make a ſpell. 


Coach. Why may not the parſon W our periſh lay 
him? - 


But. No, no, no; our Pörton cannot lay him. 8 
Coach. Why not he as well as another man? 


But. Why, ye fool, he is not N has 


not taken the oaths. 


Card. Why d'ye think, John, that the ſpirit would 


take the law of him —— Faith, I n tell you one 
way to drive him off. 


Coach. How's that? 5 


Gard. I'll tell you 1 1 nl] fn | 


Mrs. Abigail might ſcold him out of the houſe. 


Coach. Ay, ſhe has a tongue that would drown his 


drum, if any thing could. 


But. Pugh, this is all froth ; you anderſtand nothing 
of the matier—The next time it makes a noiſe, I tel 


I would have the 


you what ought to be done 
ſteward ſpeak latin to it. 


7 


Coach. Ay; that would do, if the ſteward had but 


courage. 
Gard. There you have it- 


If IL had as much learning as he, and I met the Ghoſt, 
F'd tell him his own: 


poor men do with a ſpirit, that can neither write nor 
read ? 


But. Thou art deny cracking pd boaſting, Peter 3 
thou doſt not t know what miſchief it might do thee, if 


2 = - F 


Coach, Ay, poor cur, ſhe's almoſt frighted out of her 


— He's a ſearfal man. 


but alack what can one of us 
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ſuch a filly dog as thee ſhould offer to ſpeak to it: For 
ought I know, he might flea thee alive, and make parch- 
ment of thy ſkin to cover his drum with. 

Card. A fiddleſtick! tell not me—I fear nothing ; * 
not I ! I never did harm in my life; I never committed 
murder. =» 

But. I verily believe thee : keep thy temper, Peter ; 
after ſupper we'll drink each of us a double mug, and 
then let come what will, 

Gard. Why that's well ſaid, Jobn : an honeſt man 
that is not quite ſober, has nothing to fear —— Here's 
to ye Why, how if he ſhould come this minute, 
bere 0 I ſtand, Ha! what noiſe is that? 
But, and Coach. Ha! where? 

Card. The devil! the devil! Oh no; 'tis Mrs. Abig ail. 
But. Ay, faith! tis ſhe ; tis Mrs, A kal A poo 
: miſtake 1. 'tis Mrs, Abigail. 


Enter Anieat. a 
4. Here are your drunken ſots for you! Is this a 
time to be guzling, when gentry are come to the houſe ! 
Why don't you lay your cloth? how come you out of 
the ſtables? Why are you not at work in your garden? 

Gard. Why, yonder's the fine Londoner and Madam 

1, fetching a walk together; and me-thought they look'd 

as if they ſhould ſay they had rather have my room than 
my company. 

Bu. And fo forſooth being all three met to ether, 

we are doing our endeavours to drink this ſame rum- 

mer out of our heads. 

Card. For you muſt know, Mrs. Abigail, we are all 
of opinion that one can't be a match for him, unleſs 
one be as drunk as a drum. 

|  Ceach. I amreſolv'd to give Madam warning to hire 
| herſelf another coachman ; for | came to ſerve my Maſ- 

ter, d'ye ſee, while he was alive: But do ſuppoſe that 

he has no further occafion for a coach, now he walks. 

But. e Mrs. Abigail, | muſt needs ſay, _ this 

ame 


him 
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fame Spirit i is a very odd ſort of a body, after all, to 
fright Madam and his old ſervants at this rate. 

Gard. And truly, Mrs. Aligail, J muſt needs ſay, 1 
ſerv'd my Maſter contentedly, hide he was living; but 
J will ſerve no man living (that is, no man that is not 
living) without double wages. 

A. Ay, tis ſuch cowards as you that go about with 
idle ſtories, to di grace the houſe, and bring ſo many 
ſtrangers about it: you firſt frighten yourlelves, and 
then your neighbours. : 

Gard. F righten 'd! I fcorn your words : frighten d 
quoth- a 

4b. What, you fot, are you grown pot valiant! ? 

Gard, Frighten'd with a drum! that's a good one |! it 
will do us no harm, I'll anſwer for it: it will bring no 


blood-ſhed along with it, take my word. It ſounds as 


like a train band drum as ever 1 heard in my life. 
But. Pray'thee, Peter, don't be ſo preſumptuous. 
4b, Well, theſe drunken rogues take it as I could 


with. LA. 
Gard. I ſcorn to be frighten'd, now J am in for't; if 


old Dub. a. dub ſhould come into the room. [ would take 


Nut. Pry' thee, hold 1 tongue. 

Gard, I would take him 
[The Drum beats t the Gardener endea ours to on 

| off and falls. | | 

But. and Coach. Speak to it, Mrs. Aligail. 

Gard. Spare my life and take all I have. 

Coach. Make off, make off, good butler; and let us 


go hide ourſelves in the cellar. [159 all run of. 5 


An l ſola. 
4b, So, now the coaſt is clear, I may venture to call 
8 out my Drummer — But firſt let me ſhut the door, 
leſt we be ſurpris d. Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome ! [ He 


beats] Nay, nay, pray come out: the © ony 's fled— 
I muſt ſpeak with you immediately——=——Don't ſtay 


to beat a Farley. 
© [The 
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to. Tx DRUMMER: 
he back Seene opens and 4 Meese Fantome uαπ]e 


a drum. 

Fan. Dear Mrs. Nabby, I have overheard all that bas 
been ſaid, and find thou haſt manag'd this thing ſo well, 
that I could take thee in my arms and kiſs thee—If 

my drum did not ſtand in my way. = 

Ab. Well, o' my conſcience, you are the merrieſt 
Ghoſt ! and the very picture of Sir George Trueman. 
Fan. There you flatter me, Mrs. Abigail : Sir George 
had that freſhneſs in his looks, that we men of the 
town cannot come up to. 

Ab. Oh! Death may have alter'd you, y ou know— 
Beſides you muſt conſider, you loſt a great deal of blood 
In the battle. 

Fan. Ay, that's right: let me look never ſo vale, this 
ut croſs my forehead will keep me in countenance. 
Ab. Tis juft ſuch a one as my Maſter receiv'd from 
à curſed French trooper, as my Lady's letter inform'd 
„„ = 
Fan. It happens lackily that this ſuit of cloaths of Sir 
George's fits me ſo well I think I can't fail 
hitting the air of a man with whom I was ſo well ac- - 
quainted. 


A0. You are the very man—1 vow 'T almoſt dart 
When I look. upon you. : 
Fan. But what good will this do me, if | muſt remain 
anviſible? | 
As. Pray what good did your being viſible 90 you! 
The fair Mr. Fantome thought no woman could withſtand 
dim — But when you were ſeen by my Lady in your 
Proper perſon, after ſhe had taken a full ſurvey of you, 
and heard all the pretty things you could ſay, ſhe very 
civilly diſmiſ{s!d you for the ſake of that empty noiſ7 
creature Til. She fancies vou have been gone from 
hence this fortnight. 
Fan. Why really I love thy Lady ſo well, that though 
I had no hopes of gaming her for my ſelf, J could not 


bear to ſee her given to another, ef, pecially to ſuch a 
eren as Tin/el, 4 
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3 Well, tell me truly, Mr. Fantome, have not you 
a great opinion of my fidelity to my dear Lady, that 
| 1 would not ſuffer her to be deluded in this manner for 
leſs than a thouſand pound: 
Fan. Thou art always reminding me of my promiſe— 
Thou ſhalt have it, if thou can'ſt bring our projet to 
bear: doſt not know that ſtories of Ghoſts and 8 
ritions generally end in a pot of money. 
Ab. Why truly now, Mr. Fantoms, I ſhould think my- 
ſelf a very bad woman, if I had done what I do for 2 
farthing leſs. 
Tan. Dear At igail how I admire thy virtue! 
Ab. No, no, Mr. Fantome, I defy the worſt of my 
enemics to lay I love miſchief for miſchief" 3 Jake. 
Fan. But is the Lady perſuaded that I'm the Ghoſt of 
her deceaſed huſband ? ; 
A. I endeavour to make her believe fo; and tell her 
every time youn drum rattles, that her huſband i is chi- 
ding her for entertaining this new lover. 
Fan Pr'ythee make uſe of all thy art; for I'm tir'd' 
to death with {trolling round this wide old _ like 
a rat behind the wainſcot. 
Abb. Did not I tell you it was the pureſt place 3 in the 
world for you to play your tricks in? There's none of 
the family that Knows every hole and corner in it, be- 
hides myſelf, 
Fan. Ab, Mrs. Ligail: / you have had your intri-- | 
nes 
. A. For you muſt know when I was a romping young: 
girl, I was a mighty lover of ide and eek. 
Fan, I believe, by this time, I am as well acquainted 
with the hovle as yourſelf... 
Ab. You are very much miſtaken, Mr. Euntome. But 
no matter for that; here is to be your ſtation to night. 
This place is unknown to any one living beſides myſelf: : 
fince the death of the Joiner, who, you muſt under- 
ſtand, being a lover of mine contriv'd the wainſcot: 
to move to and fro, in the manner that you find it. I. 
deign'd ut for a wardrobe for- my Lady's calt cloaths. 
= Oh! 2 
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Oh ! the ſtomachers, ſtays, petticoats, commodes, lac d 
| ſhoes, and good things that J have had in it 
Pray take care you don't break the cherry. brandy bot- 
tle that ſtands up in the corner. 
Fan. Well, Mrs. Abigail, I hire your cloſet of you 
but for this one night A thouſand pound, you know, 
is a very good rent. | 
Ab. Well, get you gone: you have ſuch a way with 
© you, there's no denying you any thing! _ 
Fan. I'm a thinking how Tizſel will ſtare, when he 
fees me come out of the wall; for I am reſoly'd to make 
my appearance to-night. | 
Ab. Get you in, get you in; my Lady' s at the door, 
Fan, Pray take care the does not keep me up ſo late 
as ſhe did laſt night, or Bars wang Upon. it I'll beat the tat- 
too. 
44. Tm nadees. I'm andone——{ 4: he is going in.] 
Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome, have you put the thouſand | 
und bond into my brother's hands? 
= Fan. Thou halt have it; I tell thee, thou ſhalt have 9 


it. [Fantome goes in. 
4b. No more e words- —Vaniſh, vaniſh. 


Enter Lab v. 5 
As. [Opener the Door.) Oh dear Madan, was it you 
chat made ſuch a knocking? my heart does ſo beat 
I vow you have frighted me to death I thooght 
| verily it had been the Drummer. | 

Lady. 1 have been ſhowing the garden to Mr Tinſel : 
He's moſt inſufferabiy witty 8 15 us about this ſtory of 
the drum 
Ab. Indeed, Madam. he's a very looſe man : I'm 
= Wr tis he that hinders my poor Maſter from _—_— 

m his grave. 

Lady. Well, an Infidel is ſuch a novelty i in the coun- 
try, that I am refolv'd to divert myſelf a day or two 
at leaſt with the oddneſs of his converſation. | 

Ab. Ah, Madam! the drum began to beat in the 
houſe as ſoon as ever this creature was admitted ta viſit 
| you. 


Tun HAUNTED HOUSE. 13 


you. All the while Mr. Fantome made his addreſſes to 
you, there was not a mouſe darin! in the — more 
than us'd to be 
Lady. This bigtage has ſome deſign upon me, more 
than 1 can yet diſcover. [ Ade. ] — Mr. Fantome was 
always thy favourite. 
Ab. Ay, and ſhould have been yours too, by my con- 
ſent! Mr. Fantome was not ſuch a ſlight fantaſtic thing 
as this is Mr. Fantome was the beit-built man one 
' ſhould ſee in a ſummer's day! Mr. Fantome was a man 
of honour, and lov'd you! Poor ſoul, how has he 
fgh'd when he has talk'd to me of my. hard--hearted 
Lady—Well! I had as lief as a thouſand pound, you 
would marry Mr. Fanteme. 
Lady. To tell thee truly, I lov'd him well enough till 
I found he lov'd me ſo much But Mr. Tin/e/ makes his 
court to me with ſo much neglect and indifference, and 
with ſuch an agreeable ſaucineſs Not that I ſay I'll 
marry him. 
A Marry him, quoth- a! No, if you-ſhould, you'll 
be awaken'd ſooner than married couples generally are 
— You'll quickly have a drum at your window. 
Lady. I'll hide my contempt of Fin/cl for once, if it 
be but to ſee what this wench drives at. [ Hide. 
Ab. Why, ſuppoſe your huſband, after this fair war- 
ning he has given you, ſhould found you an alarm at 
midnight; then open your curtains with a face as pale 


as my apron, and cry out with a hollow voice, What 


doſt thou do in bed with this ſpindle-ſhank'd fellow > 


Lady. Why wilt thou needs have it to be my huſband? 5 


He never had any reaſon to be offended at me, I always 
lov'd him while he was living; and ſhould prefer him 
to any man, were he ſo Bll, Mr. Fin/ is indeed very 
idle in his talk ; but, I fancy, Abigail, a diſcreet Wo- 
man might reform him. 
Ab. | hat's a likely matter indeed! did you e ever hear | 
of a woman who had power over a man when ſhe was 
his wife, that had none while ſhe was his miſtreſs ? Ob! 
there's nothing im the world improves a man in his. 
complaiſance, lie marriage! 


Lad. 
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Lady: Ke is, indeed, at preſent, too familiar in i his 

| e Nen 1 

8 Familiar ! "Madam ; in troth he's "downright 

Lach. But chat, you know, Mligatl, FARE he has no 

diffimulation in him Then he is apt to jeſt a little 
much upon grave ſubjects. 

4b. Grave ſubje&ts ! he jeſts upon the church, 

Lady. But that, you know, Abigail, may be only to. 
Mew his wit Then i it muſt be own d, he's ex- 
tremely talkativre. 

Ab. Talkative, dye call 1 r he's downright imper- 1 

tinent. . | 

Lady. But that, you 3 Abigail i is a ſign he has 

— us'd to good company Then indeed he 4 is very 
ive. 

A. Poſitive! why, he contradis you in every thing 
you ſay. 
Lach. But then, you know, dbigail, he has been edu- 

cated at tlie inns of court. 
Ab. A bleſſed education indeed! it has made bim 
forget his catechiſm ! 
| Lady. You talk as if you hated him. 
Ab. You talk as if you lov'd him. * 
. Hold your tongue; here he comes. 


| Enter TIxsEL. 
Jin. My dear widow ! N 8 
Ab. My dear widow ! marry come up! Af... 
Lady. Let him alone, Abigail; ſo long as he does not 


call me my dear wife, there's no harm done. 


Tin. J have been moſt ridiculouſly. diverted fince I left 
you Your ſcrvants have made a convert of my 
N his head is ſo filled with this fooliſh ſtory of a 
drummer, that I expect the rogue will be afraid here- 
after to go uf om a meſſage by moon-light, 
Lac. Ah, Mr. Tin/el, what a loſs of billet-doux would 
chat be to many a fine Lady! 
4b. Then ** ſtill believe chis to be a fooliſh dry J 
4 thought 
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thought my Lady had told you, that ſhe had heard it 
herſelf. c | 


Tia. Ha, ha, ha! | 
Ab. Why, you would not perſuade: us out of our 1. 
ſes? e 
Tin. Ha, ha, bat 3 NES 5 . 
Ab. There's manners for you, Madam! 1 Aldo. 
Lady. Ad mirably rally d! that laugh is unanſwerable! 
Now i'll be hang'd if you could forbear being witty up- 


on me, if 1 ſhould tell you I heard it no —_ 30 than 
laſt night. 


2 


Tia. Fancy! 


Lady. But what if T ſhould tell you my maid was with 
me! | 
Tin. Vapours ! vapours! pray my dear widow, will 
you anſwer me one queſtion ? Had you ever this 
noiſe of a drum in your head, all the while your hu- 

ſpand was living! 

Cady. And pray, Mr. Tin/el, will you let me aſk you 
another queſtion ? Do you think we cann't hear in the 
country, as well as you do in town ? 

Tin. Believe me, Madam, 1 could preſeribe you a 
cure for theſe imaginations. 


Ab. Don't tell my Lady of i imaginations, Sir, I have 
heard it myſelf. 


Tin, Hark thee, child—art then not an old maid ? . 
Ab. Sir. if J am, it is my" own fault. 
Tin, Whims ! freaks ! megrims! indeed Mrs. 4 
bipail. 
_ Marry, Sir, by your talk one wou'd believe you 
thought every thing that was good is a megrim. 
Lady. Why truiy 1 don't very well underſtand what 
you meant by your doctrine to me in the garden juſt 
now, that every thing we ſaw was made by chance. 


Ab. A very pretty lubje& indeed: for a lover to diver 
his Miſtreſs with, 


Lady. But I ſuppoſe ther was only a taſte of the con- 
verſation you would entertain me with after marriage. 
Tin. Oh, 1 hall then have time to read you loch 


lectures | 


7 * 
ve 


a 
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lectures of motions, atoms, and nature —that you ſhall 


learn to think as freely as the beſt of us, and be con- 
vinced in leſs than a month, that all about us is chance- 
work. 
Lady. You are a very S perſon indeed; and 
ſo you would make your court to me, by perſuading 
me. that I was made by chance! 
Tin. Ha, ha! ha! well ſaid, my dear! why, faith, 
thou wert a very lucky hit, that's certain! 
Lady. Pray, Mr.“ 250 where did you learn this odd 
way of talking? 
Tin. Ah, widow, 'tis your country innocence makes 
vou think it an odd way of talking. 
Lady. Tho' you give no credit.to tories of appariti- 


ons, I hope you believe there are ſuch _ as Ipirits? 


Tin. Simplicity! 

4.1 Fancy you don't believe women have ſouls; 
d ye, Sir? 

Tin. Fooliſh enough ! 


Lady. I vow, Mr. Tinſel, I'm afraid malicious people 


Will ſay I'm in love with an atheiſt. 


Tin. Oh, my dear, that's an old-faſtion'd word— þ 


P m a free- thinker, child! 

Ab. I'm ſure you are a free-ſpeaker ? 

Lady. Really, Mr. Tinſel, coaſidering that you are fo 
fine a gentleman, I'm amaz'd where you got all thi; 
: yearning. ? I wonder it has not ſpoil'd your breeding. 
Tin. To tell you the truth, 1 have not time to look 
into theſe dry matters myſelf, but 1 am convinc'd by 
four or five learned men, whom I ſometimes overhear 
at a coffee-houſe I frequent, that our forefathers were 
a pact of aſftes, that the world has been in an error for 
ſome thouſands of years, and that all the people upen 
earth, excepting thoſe two or three worthy gentlemen, 
are impos'd upon, cheated, bubbled, abus'd, bam- 
 boozl'd 

Ab. Madam, how can you hear ſuch a profgat? 
he talks like the London prodigal. 


Cady, Why only; I'm atbioking, if there . 1 
uc 
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fuch things as . * a woman has no occaſion for 
marrying. She need not be afraid to lie by her 
- "0; - + 
Tin. Ah! my dear! are huſbands good for nothing 
but to frighten away ſpirits ? doſt thou think I could not 
inſtruct thee in ſeveral other comforts of matrimony. 
Lady. Ah] but you are a man of ſo much knowledge, 
chat you would always be laughing at my ignorance— - 
You learned men are fo apt to deſpiſe one 
Tin. No, child ! Ud teach thee my principles, thou 
ſhould'ſt be as wiſe as I am in a week's time. 
Lady. Do you think your principles 1 make 2 
woman the better wife? 
Tin. Pr'ythee, widow, don't be queer. -- 
Lady. IJ love a gay temper, but I would not have ? 
you rally things that are ſerious. 
Tin. Well enough faith! e 's the jeſt of rallying ; 
any thing elſe? 
Ab. Ah, Madam, did you ever hear Mr. Fantome 
talk at this rate? ” [ Aide. 
Tin. But where's this Ghoſt! this ſon of a when of 
a Drummer? I'd fain hear him methinks. | 
Ab. Pray, Madam, don't ſuffer him to give the Ghoſt 


ſuch ill language, eſpecially when you have reaſon to : 
believe it is my Maſter. | 


Tin, That's well enough faith, Nab ; do'ſt think thy 
| Maſter is ſo unreaſonable, as to continue his claim to his 
_ reli after his bones is laid? Pray, widow, remember 
the words of your contract, you have fulfill'd them to- 
_ tittle Did not you marry Sir George to the tune 
of 'till death us to part? 

Lady. | muſt not hear Sir George's memory treated i in ſo 
flight a manner This fellow muſt have been at ſome 
Pains to make himſelf ſuch a finiſh'd coxcomb. [ Aſide. 
| Tin, Give me but poſſeſſion of your perſon, and PII 
whirl you up to town for a winter, and cure you at once. 
Oh! 1 have known many a country Lady come to Lon- 
don with frightful ſtories of the hall- how e being haunt- 
ed, of fairies, ſpirits, and 8 z that dy the time 


ſhe 
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ſhe had ſeen a comedy, play'd at an allimbily, and 
ambled in a ball or two, has been ſo little afraid of 
bugbears, that ſhe has ventur'd ROME 3 in a Chair at all 
hours of the night. | 
Ab. Hum Sauce box. 27 ar, 
Tin. "Tis the ſolitude of the country that creates theſe 
whimſies; there was never ſuch a thing as a Ghoſt 
heard of at Londen, except in the play-houle—Oh we'd 
| paſs all our time in London. *Tis the ſcene of pleaſure 
and diverſions, where there's ſomething to amuſe you | 
every hour of the day. Life's not life in the country. 
Lady. Well then, you have an opportunity of ſhow- 
ing the lincerity of that love to me which you profeſs, 


You may give a proof that you have an affection to my 


perſon, not my jointure. 
di. Your jointure! How can | you chink me ſuch a 
dog! but, child, won't your jointure be the ſame thing 
in London, as in the country? 

Lady. No, you're deceiy'd! you muſt know it is ſet- 
tled on me by marriage-articles, on condition that 
1 five 1 in this old mankon-bole, and _ it nh in re- 
pair. | 
n ' Tin, How! 

Ab. That's well put, iet 

Tin. Why faith T have been looking upon this done, 
and think it is the prettieſt habitation Lever law in my 
life. ; 

Lady. Ay, hal then this chal Drum! 1 

Tin. Something ſo venerable in it! 

Lady. Ay, but the Drum! 

Tin. For my part, I like the'Cethic way of building 5 
better than any of your new orders —it would 5 a 
thouſand pities it ſhould fall to ruin. 7 
La. Ay, but the Drum! 

Tin. How pleaſantly we two could ach our time in 
this. delicious ſit ation. Our lives wou'd be a continued 
dream of happineſs. Come, faith, widow, . s go 55 
on the leads, and take a view of the count! WES. 

Lady. Ay, but the Drum! the Drum! =p 


Tax HAUNTED HOUSE, 19 


Vin. My dear, take my word for't, tis all fancy : 
| beſides, ſhould he drum in thy very bed-chamber, 1 
thou'd only hug thee the cloſer. 


Claſd'd in the folds of 4. I'd meet my doom, 
And a# my joys tho thunder ſhook the room. 


er n SCENE L 


i 8 C E N E opens Tad Fins Vellum in bl: da, 
and à Letter 1; in his hand. | 


v. 2. T. H Is letter aſtoniſheth : may I balleve : 
my own eyes—or rather my ſpectacles 

———7o Hum phrey TOY, Eu; fieward to the TS 
Trueman. | 


Vellum, 


2 Doubt not but you will be 1 to dean your Maſter i 7s a> - 
 # lize, and deſigns to be with: you in half an hour, The 
report of my being /lain in the Netherlands, has, I find, 
produced ſome diſorders in my family. I am now at the 
George-inn : i an old man with a. gray beard, in a 
black cloak, enquires after you, give him admittance. ä 
1 5 Pale for a _ but 15 really 

To our r_ fai thful friend, 
G. Trueman. 


2 8. Lin his be a fort, and you 2 fd your account 


in it. 


This amazeth me ! and yet the reaſons ado; I ſhould be- 

lieve he is ſtill living are manifold—Firſt, becauſe this... 

has often been the caſe of other military adventures. 

| _ Secondly, becauſe the news of his death. was firſt _ 
liſh din Dier s letter, = 
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Thirdly, becauſe this letter can be written by none but 


himſelf 1 know bis hand and manner of ſpelling. 


Enter Burr. 
But. Sir, here's a ſtrange old gentleman- that aſks for 
you; he ſays he's a Conjurer, but he looks very ſu- 
ſpicious; I wiſh he ben't a Jeſuit. N 
Fil. Admit him immediately. 


But. I wiſh he ben t a Jeſuit; but he ſays he's nothing 
but a Conjurer. | 
Viel. He ſays right——— He i is no more than a Con- 
jurer. Bring him and withdraw. Exit Butler. 
And fourthly, as Þ was faying, becauſe ——— | 


Enter BUTLER with Sir Gronce, 
But. Sir, here is the Conjurer—— What a deviliſh 
long beard he has ! I warrant it _ been. growing theſe 
hundred years.  [Hfade Exir. 
Sir G. Dear Vellum, you have receiv'd - my letter: 
but before we proceed, lock the door. 3: 
Vel. It is his voice. | [Shuts the door. 
Sir G. In the next place, help me off with this cum- 
derſome cloak. _. 
Vel. It is his ſhape. „ 
Sir G. So, now lay my beard upon the 1 
Vel. ¶ After having look 1 on Sir Geo. thro bis patents] 
It is his face, every lineament | , 
Li G. Well now, I have put off the Conjurer and 
the old man, I can talk to thee more at my eaſe. 
Vel. Believe me, my good Maſter, I am as much re- 
joic'd to ſee you alive, as I was upon the day you were 
born. Your name was, in all the news-papers, in the 
liſt of thoſe that were ſlain. © 
Sir G. We have not time to be particular. I ſhall on- 
ty tell thee in general, that I was taken prifoner in the 
battle, and was under cloſe confinement for ſeveral 
months. Upon my releaſe, I was reſolv'd to ſurpriſe 
my wile with the news of wy "oy alive, I know; 
| J. ellum, 
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Viellum, you are a perſon of ſo much penetration, that I 
need not uſe any further arguments to convince you that 
F am ſo. 

Vel. I am and moreover I queſtion. not but your | 
| good Lady will likewiſe be convinc'd of it. Her Ho- 
nour is a diſcerning L. 


Sir G. I'm only afraid ſhe ſhould be a eder of it 


to her forrow.. Is not ſhe pleas d with her imaginary 


 widowhood ? tell me truly, v was ſhe afflicted at the ro- 
port of my death ? 
Viel. Sorely. 
Sir G. How long did her grief laſt 7 
— Longer than I have known any widow" — ; 
leaſt three aps... 
Sir G. Three days, ſayſt thou ? Three whole days * 
r m afraid thou flattereſt me —0 woman! woman 1 
Fel. Grief is twofold. 
Sir G. This blockhead is as methodical a as Wen - 
I know he's honeſt. e 


Vel. Phere is a real grief, _ there is a methodical. 


grief: ſhe was drown'd in tears till fach time as the 
taylor. had made her widow" s weeds—Indeed they be-. 
came „ 
Si G. Became her! at was that ber comfort 7 
a moſt ſeaſonable conſolation! 
Viel. But I muſt needs ſay, ſhe paid a due end to 
your memory, and could oy forbear. weeping when ſhe 
ſaw company. : 
Sir G. That was kind indeed ! t I find ſhe pie rd ; 
with a great deal of good breeding. But how comes 
this gang of lovers about her? | 
Viel. Her jointure is conſiderable. 
Sir G. How this fool torments me? LA. 
Vel. Her perſon is amiable 
Sir G. Death! D Aſide. 
Vel. But her character is anblemiſh d. She has been 
25 virtuous in your abſence as a Penelope — 
Sir G. And has had as many ſuitors. 
Vel. Several have made their overtures. 05 
8 , * 


1 . 
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Sir G. Several! 

Vel. But ſhe has rejected all: 

Sir G. There thou reviv'ſ me: But what means 
this—T:n/e/ ? are his vilts acceptable? 

Fel. He is 1 

Sir G. Does ſhe ligen o him? 

Vel. He is gay. 

Sir G. Sure ſhe could never entertain a thought of 
marrying ſuch a coxcomb ! 

Viel. He is not ill- made. 


Sir G. Are the vows and proteſtations that paſt "SY 
tween us come to this] I can't bear the thought of it N 


is Tix/e/ the man defign'd for my worthy ſueceſſor? 


Vel. You do. not conſider that you have been dead 


theſe fourteen months 


Kir G. Was there ever ſuch a dog 25 IAſide. 
Vel. And I have often heard her fay, that ſhe muſt 


never expect to find a ſecond, Sir George Trueman 
meaning your Honour. 


Sir G. I think the lov'd me; but I muſt ſearch into 
this ſtory of the Drummer before I diſcover myſelf to 
ber. | have put on this habit of a Conjurer, in order to 


introduce myſelf. It muſt be your buſineſs to recom- 


mend me as a moſt profound perſon, that by my great 
knowledge in the curious arts can ſilence the Drummer, 


and diſpoſſeſs the houſe. 
Viel. I am going to lay my accounts before my Lady, 


and I will endeavour to prevail * her Ho—nour to 


admit the trial of your art. 


Sir G. I have ſcarce heard of any of theſe ſtories 
—Amours 


that did not ariſe from a love-intrigue— 
| raiſe as many Ghoſts as murders. _ 


Vel. Mrs Abigail endeavours to perſuade us, that tis 


your Ho—nour who troubles the houſe. _ 
Sir G. hat convincgs me tis a cheat; for J think, 
Liellum, | may be picity well aſſur'd it is not me. 
Viel. I am apt to think fo truly. Ha--ha- ha! 


Sir G. A i ail had always an aſcendant over her 
Lady ; bas, 1 there; 1 ick in L Us matter, * upon 


it, 


Tux HAUNTED HOUSE. 23 


it, ſhe is at the bottom of it. I'll be hang'd if this Ghoſt 
be not one of Abigasl's familiars. 
Vel. Mrs Aci gal, has of late been very myſterious. | 
Sir G. 1 2 Vellum, thou could'ſt worm it out of 
her. I know formerly there was an amour between you. 
Viel. Mrs Abigail hath her allurements, and ſhe 
knows I have prick'd up a competency in pork Ho | 
nour's ſervice. 
Sir G. If thou haſt, all I aſk of thee in return is, that 
thou would'ſt immediately renew thy addreſſes to her. 
Coax her up. Thou haft ſuch a filver tongue, Vellum, 
as *twill be impoſſible for her to withſtand. Beſides, 
ſhe is ſo very a woman, that ſhe'll like thee the better 
for giving her the pleaſure of telling a ſecret In ſhort. 
waheedle her out of it, and I ſhall act by the advice which 
thou giveſt me. 
Vel. Mrs gbigail was never deaf to me, when I talk ; 
ed upon that fubject ; T will take an opportunity of ad- 
dreſſing myſelf to her in the moſt pathetic manner. 
Sir G. In the mean time, lock me up in your Office, 
and bring me word what ſucceſs you have—Well, ſure 
I am the firſt that ever was employ'd to lay himſelf, 
Viel. You act indeed a threefold part in this houſe ; 
you are a Ghoſt, a Conjurer, and my ho—nourd - 
Maſter Sir-George Trueman; he, he, he! You will par- 
don me for being jocular. 
Sir G. O, Mr. Vellum, with all my heart. ' You know 
I love you men of wit and humour. Be as merry as thou 
pleaſeſt, ſo thou doit thy buſineſs. | Mimicking him. ] 
You will remember, Vellum, your commiſſion is two- 
fold, firſt to gain admiſſion for me to your Lady, and 
ſecondly to get the ſecret © out of Abigail. 
Viel. It ſufficeth. 


. SCENE Hun. „„ 1 


Enter Lapy ola. 
155. Women who have been happy | in a firſt mar- 


riage, 
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riage, are the moſt apt to venture upon a ſecond. But 
for my part, I had a huſbandevery way fo fuited to my 
inclinations, that I muſt intirely forget him, before I can 
like another man. 1 have now been a widow but four- 
teen months, and have had twice as many lovers, all of 
em profeſt admirers of my perſon, but paſſionately in 
love with my jointure. I think it is a revenge I owe 
my ſex to make an example of this worthleſs tribe of 
fellows, who grow impudent, dreſs themſelves fine, 
and fancy we are oblig'd to provide for 'em. But of all 
my captives, Mr. Tinſel is the molt extraordinary in his 
kind: I hope the diverſion I give myſelf with him is un- 
blameable; I'm ſure tis neceſſary to turn my thoughts 
off from the memory of that dear man, who has been 
the greateſt happineſs and afflition of my life. My 
heart would be a prey to melancholy, if I did not find 
- theſe innocent methods of relieving it. But here comes 
Abigail. I muſt teaze the baggage, for I find the has 
taken it into her head that I'm entirely at her diſpoſal, 


1 Enter ABIGAII. 1 
. Madam! Madam! yonder's Mr. Tinje! has as 
Feed as taken poſſeſſion of your houſe. Marry, he ſays, 
be muſt have Sir George's apartment enlarg'd ; for truly, 
ſays he, I hate to be ſtraitned. Nay, he was ſo impu- 
dent as to ſhew me the chamber where he intends to 
_ conſummate, as he calls it. | | ETD.” oo. 
Lady. Well! he's a wild fellow. _ 
Ab. Indeed he's a very ſad man, Madam. 
Lady. He's young, Abigail, tis thouſand pities he 
ſmhould be loſt; I ſhould be mighty glad to reform him. 
Ab. Reform him] marry, hang him |! - 
Lady. Has not he a great deal of life ? 
Ab. Ay, enough to make your heart e. 
Lach. I dare ſay thou think'ſt him a very agreeable 
Saw: <5: ES 285 8 
Ab. He thinks himſelf fo, I'll anſwer for him. 
Lady. He's very good-natur'd ! 4 
R 65. 
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Ab. He ought to be fo, fog he's very filly. 

Lady. Doſt thou think he loves me? 

Ab. Mr. Fantcme did, I'm ſure. 

Lady. With what raptures he talk'd! 

Ab. Yes, but 'twas in praiſe of your jointure-houſe. 

Lady. He has kept bad company. VVV 
Ab. They muſt be very bad indeed, if they were 
worſe than himſelf. Dy IHE BR 5 
Lady. I have a ſtrong fancy a good woman might 
reform him. 5 ES 

Ab. It wou'd be a fine experiment, if it ſhou'd not 
„VVV F 5 5 

Lady. Well, Abigail, we'll talk of that another time; 
here comes the Steward, 1 have no further occaſion for 
you at preſent. [Exit Abigail. 


: Enter VELLUM. _ IT 
Vel. Madam, is your Ho-nour at leiſure to look into 
the account of the laſt week ? They riſe very high— 
Houſe-keeping is chargeable in a houſe that is haunted. 
 Lagy. How comes that to paſs ? I hope the Drum nei- 
ther eats nor drinks! But read your account, Vellum. 
Poel. [putting on and off his Spectacles in this Scene.] A 
hogſhead and a half of ale—it is not for the Ghoſt's 
drinking But your Ho-nour's ſervants ſay they muſt 
have ſomething to keep up their courage againſt this 
ſtrange noiſe. They tell me they expect a double quan- 
tity of malt in their ſmall - beer ſo long as the houſe con- 
tinues in this condition. : þ 3 
Lady. At this rate they'll take care to be frighten'd 
all the year round, [']l anſwer for em. But go on. 
Vel Item, Two ſheep, and a—Where is the ox? — Oh, 
here J have him—and an ox—Your Ho-nour. mult al- 
ways have a piece of cold beef in the houſe for the en- 
tertainment of ſo many ſtrangers, who come from all 
Parts to hear this Dram. Item, Bread, ten peck loaves 
— They cannot eat beef without bread Item, Three 


barrels of table-beer—They muſt have. drink with their 
meat, | | | 5 


D 2 | Lady. 
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Lady. Sure no woman in England has a Steward that 
makes ſuch ingenious comments on his works. [HAiae. 
Vel. Item, To Mr. Tinſel's ſervants five bottles of port 
 wine—lt was by your Ho--nour's order—1tem, Three 
bottles of ſack for the uſe of Mrs. Abigail. 
Lady. I ſuppoſe that was by your own order. 
Piel. We have been long friends, we are your Ho- 
- mour's ancient ſervants ; ſack is an innocent cordial, and 
gives her ſpirit to chide the ſervants, when they are 
tardy in their buſineſs ; he, he, he! pardon me for be- 
ing jocular. 155 5555 
Laay. Well, I ſee you'll come together at laſt. 
Viel. Item, A dozen pound of wax-lights for the uſe 
of the Jervants,- 88 VV 
Laay. For the uſe of the ſervants! What are the 
Togues afraid of ſleeping in the dark! what an unfor- 
tunate woman am 1! this is ſuch a particular diſtreſs, 
it puts me to my wits end. Vellum, what would you 
adviſe me to do? „ BY 
Viel. Madam, your Ho--nour has two points to con- 
ſider. Imprimis, To retrench theſe extravagant expen- 
ces, which ſo many ſtrangers bring upon you,—Secondly, 
To clear the houſe of this inviſible Drummer. 
Lady. This learned diviſion leaves me juſt as wiſe as I 
was. But how muſt we bring theſe two points to bear? 
Vel. I beſeech your 'Ho-nour to give me the hearing. 
Lady. Ido. But prythee take pity on me, and be 
not tedious. VVV ; 
Piel. I will be conciſe. There is a certain perſon ar- 
_ rived this morning, an aged man of a venerable aſpect, 
and of a long hoary beard, that reacheth down to his 
girdle. The common people call him a wizard, a 
 white-witch, a Conjurer, a cunning-man, a necroman- 
Lady, No matter for his titles. But what of all this ? 
vel. Give me hearing, good my Lady! he pretends 
to great (kill in the occult ſciences, and is come hither 
upon che rumour of this Drum. If one may 1 4 
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him, he knows the ſecret of laying Ghoſts, or of quiet · 
ing houſes that are haunted. 

Lady. Pho, theſe are idle ſtories to amuſe the coun. 
try people, this can do us no good. 

vel. It can do us no harm, my Lady, 5 
| Lady. I dare ſay thou doſt not believe there is any 
thing in it thyſelf. 5 
| 2 I cannot ſay, I do; there is no o danger however: 
in the experiment. Let him try his ſkill ; if it ſnou'd 
ſucceed, we are rid of the Drum ; if it ſhou'd not, we 
may tell the world that it has, and by that means at leaſt 
get out of this expenſive way of living, ſo that it muſt 
turn to your advantage one way or another. 

Lady. I think you argue very rightly. But where is 
the man? I would fain ſee him. He muſt be a curioſity. 

Vel. I have already diſcours'd him, and he is to be 
with me, in my Office, in half an hour hence. He 
aſks nothing for his pains 'till he has done his work ;— 
no cure, no money. 

Lady. That circumſtance, I ack vali wou'd make 
I one believe there is more in his art than one would ima- 
gine. Pray, Vellum, go and fetch him hither immediately. 

Vel. T am gone. He ſhall be forth- coming forthwith. 

1 earng 


Enter. Burris: Coscnn an: and GARDENER. 
But. Rare news, my lads, rare news! 


Gard. What's the matter? haſt thou got any. more 
vales for us ? 


But. No, tis better than that. 
Coach. Is there another Stranger come to the houſe ? 
E Ay ſuch a Stranger as will make all e our lives 
aF. 
Gard. What! is he a x ? 
But. A Lord! no, nothing like it—He's a Conjurer. 
Coach. A Conjurer ! what, 1 is he come a wooing to my. 
Lady ? 
But. No, no, you fool, he” 5 come a purpoſe to lay 
the Spirit. | | 
Coach, 
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Coach. Ay marry, that's good news indeed But 
where 3 is he? 
But. He is lock'd up with the Steward i in his Office, 
they are laying their heads together very cloſe. 1 fancy 
they are caſting a figure. 

Card. Pr'ythee, John, what ſort of a creature is a 
Conjurer ? 
But, Why, he's made much as other men are, if it 
was not for his long gray beard. 

Coach. Look ye, Peter, it ſtands with reaſon, that a 
Conjurer ſhoald have a long gray beard—for did ye ever 
know a witch that was not an old woman ? 
Gard. Why J remember a Conjurer once at a fair, 
that to my thinking was a very ſmock-fac'd man, and 
yet he ſpew'd out fifty yards of green ferret. I fancy, 
John, if thoul'dſt get him into the pantry and give him 
a cup of ale, he'd ſhew us a few tricks. Doſt thou 
think we cou'd not perſuade him to ſwallow one of thy 
caſe-knives for his diverſion ? he'll Certainly bring it 
up again. 
Blat. Peter ! thou art ſuch A wiſe-acre! thou doſt 
not know the difference between a Conjurer and a 
Jugler. This man muſt be a very great maſter of his 
trade. His beard is at leaſt half a yard long, he's 
dreſſed in a firange dark cloak, as black as a coal: 
; your Conjurer always goes in mourning. 
© Gard, ls he a gentleman ? had he. a ſword by his 

fide ? 
But. No, no, | he's too grave a man for that: a Con- 
jurer is as grave as a judge, — but he had a long 
white wand in his hand. 
Coach. Vou may be ſure, ho s a good deal of virtue 
in that wand -I fancy tis made out of witch- eim. 
Card. T warrant you if the Ghoſt appears, he'll 
whiſk ye that wand before his eyes, and ſtrike you the 
drumiſtick out of his hand. 

' But. No; the wand, look ye, is to make a ds, 
and if he once gets the Ghoſt in a circle, chen he has 1 — 

| Let 
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—let him get out again if he can. A circle, you muſt 
know, is a Conjurer's trap. 

Coach. But what will he do with him, when he has 
him there ? 

But. Why, then he'll overpower him wich his learn- 

in 

Gard If he can once compaſs him, and get him in 
Lobs-pond, he'll make nothing of him, but ſpeak a few 
hard words to him, and perhaps bind him over to his 
good behaviour for a thouſand years. 

Coach. Ay, ay, he'l ſend him packing to his grave 

again with a flea in his ear, I warrant him, 

But. No, no, I wou'd adviſe Madam to ſpare no coſt. 
If the Conjurer be but well paid, he'll take pains upon 
the Ghoſt, and lay him, look ye, in the Red ſea—and 
then he's laid for ever. 85 

Coach. Ay marry, that would ſpoil bis Drum for bim. 

Gard. Why, — there muſt be a power of ſpirits in 
that ſame Red ſea——l warrant ye, Wey are as plenty 
as fiſh, 
Carb. Well, 1 wiſh 25 all that he may not be too 
hard for the Conjurer? I'm afraid he'll find a L tough bit 
of work on't. 


Gard. 1 wiſh the ſpirit may not carry a corner of the | 
houſe off with him. 

But. As for that, Peter, you may be fi that the 
Steward has made his bargain with the-Cupning man 
beforehand, that he ſhall ſtand to all coſts, and da- 
mages — But hark ! yonder's Mrs. Abigail, we ſhall have 
her with us AH RGIAIY > if we do not get off. 


Gard. Ay lads ! if we could get Mrs. Abigail well laid 
too - we ſhould lead ur lives. 


For to a man like me that s ftout and bold, 
4 has is not 10 dreadful as a ſcold. 


ACT 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


8 C E N E opens, and 8 Sir George 5 in 
Vellum's Office, 


Kr G. Wonder I don't hear of Vellum yet. But 
3 know his wiſdom will do nothing raſh- 
ly. The fellow has been ſo us d to form in buſineſs, 
that it has infected his whole converſation. But I muſt 

not find fault with that punctual and exact behaviour 
Which has been of ſo much — to me; my eſtate is 


the better for it. 


Enter VII uu. 
Well, Vellum, I'm impatient to hear your ſucceſs. 
Viel. Firlt, let me lock the door. 
S-, G. Will your Lady admit me? | | 
Vel. If this lock is not mended ſoon, it will be quite 
ſpoi ed. 


Sir G. Pr'ythee let the lock alone at preſent, and an- 
wer me. 


Vei. Delays in WY are NY PO PROS 
ſend for the ſmith next week— 
time will take a minute of it. 
Sir G. But what ſays your Lady ? 
8 Vel. This pen is naught, and wants mending— 

My Lady, did you fay ? TE 

Si G. Does ſhe admit me? 

Vel. I have gained admiſſion for you as a Conjurer. 
Sir G. That's enough! I'll gain admiſſion for my- 
ſelf as a huſband. Does ſhe believe there's any thing 
in my art ? 

Viel. It is hard to know what a woman believes, 

Sir G. Did ſhe aſk no queſtions about me ? 

Viel. Sundry. She deſires to talk with you ber- 
ſelf, before you enter * your buſineſs ? 5 : 
1 


I muſt. 
-and in the mean 
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Sir G. But whey ? 

Vel. Immediately, This inſtant. | 

S:r G. Pugh. What haſt thou been doing all this 
while? why didſt not tell me ſo? give me my cloak 
Have you yet met with Abigail? | 
Vel. I have not yet had an opportunity of talking 
with her. But we have interchanged ſome languiſhing 
glances. 

Sir G. Let thee alone for that, Vellum... I have for- 
merly {cen thee ogle her through thy ſpectacles. Well! 
this is a moſt venerable cloak. After the buſineſs of 

this day is over, I'll make thee a preſent of it. "Twill 
become thee mightily. 

Vel. He, he, he ! wou'd you make a Conjurer of your 
Steward ? 
Sir G. Pr'ythee don't be jocular, Im! in haſte. Help 

me on with my beard. 

Viel. And what will your Ho-nour do with your caſt 
beard? 

Sir G. Why, faith, thy gravity wants ouly ſuch a 
beard to it: if thou would'lt wear it with the cloak, 

thou wouldſt make a compleat heathen philoſopher, 

But where's my wand > | 

Vel A fine taper ſtick ! it is well choles. I will keep 
this till you are Sheriff of the county. It is not my cu- 
ſtom to let any thing be loſt. 5 

Sir G. Come, Vellum, lead the way. You muſt intro- 
duce me to your Lady. Thou'rt the fitteſt fellow in the 
world to be maſter of the ceremonies to a Conjurer. 

[ Exeunt. 


Enter Ani A1 eroſſing the Gag: Tixs2r. folloxuias. 
Tin. Natby, Nabby, whither ſo faſt, child! = 
As. Keep your hands to yourſelf, I'm going to call 

the Steward to my Lady. 

Tin. What, goodman Tweofold? I met him walking 
with a ſtrange old fellow yonder. I ſuppoſe he belongs 

to the family too. He looks very antic. He muſt be 

ſome of the furniture of this old manſion-houſe. = 

. Alb. 
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H. What does the man mean ? gow think to palm 


me, as you do my Lady. 


Tin. Pr'ythee, Nabby, tell me one thing ; ; whart s the 


Teaſon thou art my enemy ? 


Ab. Marry, becauſe I'm a friend to my Lady: 
Jin. Doſt thou ſee any thing about me thou doſt not 


| bike? come hither, Huliy, give me a kiſs, Don't be 


ill-natur'd. 
Ab. Sir, I know how to be vil Ki ſſes her. 1-—This - 


rogue will carry off my Lady if I don't take care.[ Ade. 


Tin. Thy lips are as ſoft as velvet, N 1 muſt 


get thee a huſband. 


Ab. Ay, now you don't ſpeak idly, I can talk to you. 
Tin. J have one in my eye for thee, . OY thou love 


a young luſty ſon of a whore ? 


Ab. Lud, how you talk ! 

Tin. This i is a ee 1 1 
46. What is he? 

Tin. A private gentleman. 
Ab. Ay! where does he live! 1 


Tin. In the horſe- guards But he has one fault 


1 muſt tell thee of.— If thou canſt bear with that, he' s 
man for thy purpoſe. 


Ab. Pray, Mr. Tinſel, what may that bs ? 

Tin. He's but five and twenty years old. 
Ab. "Tis no matter for his age, if he has been well 
educated. 

Tin. No man better, child; he'll tie a wig, toſs a 
die, make a paſs, and {wear with ſuch a grace, as wou'd 
make thy heart leap to hear him. 

Ab. Half theſe accompliſhments will do, provided | 
he Has an eftate——Pray what has he? 

Tin. Not a farthing. 
Ab. Pox on him, what do I give him the hearing * 


for! TT e * 


Din. But as for that I would make i it up to him. 
Ab. How er 


| Tin. Why look ye, child, as ſoon as I have married | 
thy Lady, 1 deſign | to diſcard this old prig of a f 
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and to put chis honeſt gentleman, I am ſpeaking of, 
into his place. 


Ab. | Afide.) This fellow's a fool ul have no 


more to ſay to him. — Hark! my Lady s a coming? 


Tin. Depend upon it, Nab, PU remember my pro- 
miſe. 
A5. Ay, and ſo will I too to your coſt. [4 de. 


„ Abigail. 
Tin. My dear is purely fitted up with a aid But 
I ſhall rid the houle of her. | 


Ester 11 © 

Lady. Oh, Mr. Tinſel, I am glad to meet t you here. 
J am going to give you an entertainment, that wont be 
to a man of wit and pleaſure of the town— 
There may be ſomething diverting in a converſation be- 
tween a Conjurer and this conceited aſs. A lde. 
Tix. She loves me to diſtraction, I ſee that. ¶ Mae 5 
Pr'ythee, widow, explain thyſelf. 1 

Lady. Vou muſt know here is a ſtrange ſort of a man 
come to town, who undertakes to free the houſe from 
this diſturbance. The Steward believes him a Con- 
-Jurers. 5 

Tin. Ay; thy Steward is a deep one! 

Lach. He's to be here . It is indeed an 
odd figure of a man. 

Tin. Oh! I warrant you he has ſtudy'd che black art! 
Ha, ha, ha! Is not it an Oxford (cholar ? — Widow, 
thy houſe is the moſt extraordinarily inhabited of an) 
- widow's this day in Chriſtendom. I think thy four 
= chief domeſtics are—a wither'd Abigail ——a ſuperan- 

nuated Steward — a Ghoft and a Conjurer. 
- Lady. ( Mimicking Tinſel.] hed you wou'd have it 
inhabited by a fifth, who is a more er per- 
ſon than any of theſe four. b 

Jin. Tis a ſure ſign a woman loves you, when ſhe 
imitates your manner. [ Aſde.]—Thou'rt very ſmart, 
Mn. dear. * lee ! ſmoke the doctor. 


E Enter 
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Enter VELLUM and Sir Gioson'7 in his Conurer”s habit. 

Vel. J will introduce this profound prep to your La- 
dy ſhip, and then leave him with you- Sir, this is 
her Ho. nour. 

Sir G. I know it well. 3 [Exit Vellum. 

Aide walking in a muſing poſture.) That dear woman! 
the fight of her unmans me. I cou'd weep for tender- 
neſs, did not I, at the ſame time, feel an indigriation 
riſe in me, to ſee that wretch with her: And yet I can- 
not but ſmile to ſee her in the company of her firſt and 
ſecond huſband at the ſame time. 

Lady. Mr. Tinſel, do you ſpeak to him; you are us'd 
to the company of men of learning. 

Tin. Old gentleman, thou doſt not look like an inha- 
bitant of this world; I ſuppoſe thou art lately come 
down from the ſtars. Pray, what news is ftirring in the 


modiac? 


Sir G. News mat ought to ) make the heart of a cow- 
ard tremble. Mars is now entring into the firſt houſe, 
and will fhortly appear in all his domal dignities— 
We Mars? Pr Fes, father gray- - beard, explain ys 
elf. 
Sir G. The entrance of Mars into his houſe, por- 
tends the entrance of a maſter into this family : 
and that ſoon. 
Fin. D'ye hear that, widow ? ? the ſtars have cut me 
out for thy huſband. 'This houſe is to have a maſter, 
and that ſoon Hark thee, old Cadbury? Is not 
Mars very like a young fellow call'd Tom Tinſel?? 
Sir G. Not ſo much as Venus is like this Lady. 

Tin. A word in your ear, Doctor; theſe two planets | 
will be in conjunction by and by; I can tell you that. 
Sir G. [ Afide, walking diſturb d.] Curie on this im- 
pertinent Fop ! I ſhall ſcarce forbear diſcovering my- 
elf Madam, I am told that your boule 1 is viſited 
with ſtrange noiſes. 

Lady. And I am told that you can quiet chew. 1 wo 
_ confeſs I had a curioſity to ſee the perſon I had " 
3 


Tux HAUNTED HOUSE, 35 


ſo much of; and, indeed, your aſped ſhows that you 
have had much experience in the world. You muſt be 
' a very aged man, 


Sir G. My aſpect deceives you ; what do you think 
is my real age? 

Tin. I ſhouid gueſs thee within three years of Methu- 
felah. Pr'ythee tell me, was not thou born before the 
flood? 

Lady. Truly I ſhould gueſs you to be in your ſecond 
or third century. I warrant you, you have great grand- 
children with beards a foot long. 

Sir G. Ha, ha, ha! if there be truth in man, I was 
but five and thirty laſt Auguft. O! the ſtudy of the 
occult ſciences makes a-man's beard grow faſter than 
you wou'd imagine. 


Lady. What an eſcape you have had, Mr. Tinſel, that 5 
you were not bred a ſcholar ! 


Tin, And ſo fancy, Doctor, thou think'ſt me an illi- 
terate fellow, becauſe I have a ſmooth chin? 
Sir G. Hark ye, Sir, a word in your ear. You are a 
coxcomb, by all the rules of phyfiognomy : but let that 
be a ſecret between you and me. [Ade to Tinſel. 
Lady. Pray, Mr. Tinel, what 1 is it the Deer whiſ- 
ers 7 -- 
p Tin. Only a compliment child, upon two or three of. 
my features. It does not become me to repeat it. 
Lady. Pray, Doctor, examine this gentleman' s face, 
and tell me his fortune. 
Sir G. If I may believe the ſees of his face, he 
likes it better than I do, or—than you do, fair Lady. 
Tin. Widow, 1 hope now thour't convine'd he's a. 
cheat. 
Lach. For my part believe he's a witch—go 0 ons. 
Destor. 
Sir G. He will be croſs d in love; and that ſoon. 5 
Tin. Pr'ythee, Doctor, tell us the truth. Doſt not 
thou live in Moor-Fieldt? 
Sir G. Take my word for it, thou ſhalt never live i in 
"= 15 Lady Truteman's manſion- bouſe.. 


Tia. 


———ů — 


„ v2.4 — 


iet me ſee your noſe Ay | 
Tin. You ſon of a whore ! I'll run ye thro? the body. 
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Tir. Pray, old gentleman, haſt thou never been 
pluck d by the beard when thou wert ſaucy? _ 
Lady. Nay, Mr. Tin/el, you are angry! do you think 


"I. 77 d marry a man that dares not have his fortune 
told? 


Sir G. Let him be ang I matter * — 
Hei is but ſhort-liv'd. He Jo foon die of | 
Tin. Come, come, ſpeak out old Hocus, He, he, he! 


— 


This fellow makes me burſt with laughing. 


Forces a Laugh, 


-or. of the 


Sir . He will fool his of a gas 
is ſo! - 


J never yet made the ſon ſhine thro' a Conjurer—— 


Lac. Oh, fy; Mr. Tinſel! you will not Kill an old 
man * 


5 Tin. An old man ! the dog ſays he's but five and 
thirty | 


"Lacs... Ob, fy ; Mr. Ne et ik you could 


have been ſo paſſionate, I hate a paſſionate man, Put 


up your ſword, or | muſt never ſee you again. 

Tin. Ha, ha, ha! I was but in jeſt, my dear. I had 
a mind to have made an experiment upon the Doctors 
: Badly; I would but have drill'd a little eyelet hole in it, 
and hives ſeen whether he had art enough to cloſe it 
up again. 

Sir G: Courage is dut in. ſhown before a Lady. But 
know, If ever I meet thee again, thou ſhalt find this arm 


can wield other weapons beſides this wand. 


Tin, Ha, ha, ha! | 
Lady. Well, learned Sir, you are to give a proof of 


your art, not of your courage. Or if you will ſhow 


your courage, let it be at yine o' clock for that is 
the time the noiſe is generally heard. = 
Tin. And look ye, old gentleman, if thou doſt not do | 
thy buſineſs well, I can tell thee by the little {kill I have 
that thou wilt be toſs'd in a blanket before ten. We'll 
do our endeavour to ſend thee back to the ſtars again. 
Sr G. Il 10 and Prepare ve took for the 1 
And, 
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And, Lady, as you expect they ſhou'd ſucceed to your 
wiſhes, treat that fellow with the contempt he deſerves. 
[Exit Sir George. 


Vin. The ancieſt dog Lever talked with in whole 
life! 


Lady. Methinks he's a diverting fellow ; one may ſee 
he's no fool. 


Tin. No fool ! ay but thou doſt not take him for a 


'%. Coryurer. 


Lady. Truly I Jon” t know what to take him for ; I 
am reſolved to employ him however. When a ſickneſs 


15 deſperate, we often try remedies that we have no out 
faith im WO 


Enter AB1GalL. 
. Mad am, the tea is ready in the parlour as you 
ordered. 
Laa. Come, Mr. Tinſel, we may there talk of the 
ſubject | more at leiſure. Eaeunt Lady and Tinſel. 


ABICAII ſola. 

We Sore r never any Lady had ſuch ſervants as mine has! E 
Well, if I gettkis thouſand pound, I hope to have ſome 
of my own, Let me fee, T']] have a pretty tight girl 

juſt ſuch as I was ten years ago (I'm afraid I may ſay 
twenty) ſhe ſhall dreſs me and flatter me—for I will be 
flatter'd that's pos! my Lady's caſt ſuits will ſerve her 

after I have given them the wearing. Beſides when 1 

am worth a thouſand pound, I ſhall certainly carry off 

the Steward—Madam Vellum — how prettily that will 
ſound! here, bring out Madam Vellum's chaiſe—Nay 

I do not know but it may be a chariot It will break 
the attorney's wife's heart for I will take place 
of every body in the pariſh but my Lady. If I have a 

ſon, he ſhall be call'd Fantome. But ſee Mr. Vellum, 


as I couPd wiſh. I know his humour, and will do my 
| amen to ain his heart. 


Enter 
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Enter VELLUM with a pint of Sack. | 
Vel. Mrs. Abigail, don t I break in upon you unſea- 
p ſonably ? 4 
Vel. Oh, no, Mr. 2 . viſits are always ſea- 
ſonable! 
Pil. I have brought with me a taſte of freſh Canary, 
which I think is delicious. 
Ab. Pray ſet it down ——1 have a dram-glaſs juſt. 
| RON : [Brings in a Rummer, 
VII pledge you; my Lady s good health. 8 
Veiel. And your own with it—— ſweet Mrs. Abigail. 
Ab. Pray, good Mr. Vellum, buy me a little Ks, of 
this ſack, and put it under the article of W 
Vould not have my name appear to it. 
Vel. Mrs. Abigail, your name ſeldom appears in my 
bills—and ae you will allow me a merry ex- 
preſion—You have been always if wy books, Mrs. 
Abigail. Ha, ha, ha! 
22 Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Vellum, you are ſuch a dry 
jeſting man! 
Viel. Why, truly, Mrs. e I have. been looking 
over my papers and I find you have been a long 
time my debtor. | | 
Ab. Your debtor! for what, Mr. Vellum! 
Diel. For my heart, Mrs. Abigail—And our accounts 
will not be balanc'd between us till IJ have yours in ex- 
change for it. Ha, ha, ha! + 
Ab. Ha, ha, ha! You are the moſt gallant dun, Mr. 
 Fellum. 
Viel. But J am not ='s. to FR paid by words only, 
Mrs. Abigail; when will you be out of my debt? 
. Ob, Mr. Vellum, you make one blub——My 
humble ſervice to you. 
Vel. I muſt anſwer you, Mrs. Abigail, in the country 


9 5 Phraſe. our love is ſufficient. Ha, ha, ha! 


N Ha, ha, ha! well, I muſt own 1 love a merry 
man! | | 
Vel. Let me ſee, how long! is it, „ Mes. ane fince I 
facit 


— 
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flirſt broke my mind to you—It was, I think, Undecimo 


Gulielmi=—— We have converſed together theſe fifteen 
years——and yet Mrs, Abigail, 1 muſt drink to our 


better acquaintance. He, he, he——Mrs. Abigail, 


ou know I am naturally jocole: 


Ab. Ah, you men love to make ſport with us filly 5 


creatures. 


Viel. Mrs. el I have a trifle about me, which I 


would willingly make you a preſent of. It is indeed 
but a little toy. 

Ab. You are always exceedingly obliging. 

Vel. It is but a little oh 
ceptance. 


Ab. Pray don't keep u me in ſuſpence*; . what is it, 


Mr. Vellum? 

Vel. A filver thimble. 

Ab. I always ſaid Mr. Vellum was a generous lover, 

Viel. But I muſt put it on myſelf, Mrs. Abigail 

| You have the prettieſt tip of a ger" 
the freedom to ſalute it. 


A. Oh fy! you make me aſham'd Mr. Vellum ; how | 
can you do ſo? 1 proteſt I am in ſuch a confuſion— 


[4 feign 'd friruggle. 


Vel. This finger i is not the finger of idleneſs ; it bears 


the honourable ſcars of the needle—But why are 00 
ſo cruel as not to pare your nails? 


Ab. Oh, I vow you preſs i it lo hard !. pray give me 


my finger again. 


Vel. This middle finger, Mrs. 4 has a pretty 


neighbour A wedding ring would become it 
mightily — He, he, he. 


A. You're ſo full of your jokes, Ay, but where muſt 


J find one for it? 


Vel. I deſign this thimble only as the forerunner of 
—indeed a 


it, they will ſet off each other, and are 
_ twofold emblem. The firſt will put you in mind of 


being a you houſewife, and the other of being a good 


wife. a, ha, ha 


Ab. 1 yes, I lee you laugh a at me. 


. 


ſcarce worth FO: ac- 


1 muſt take 


1 
an 
| 
| 
1 


* — — = 
— = 
— 


— 
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WO 1 0 I am 1 


Ab. I thought you had quite forſaken me——T am 
ſure you cannot forget the many repeated vows and pro- 
miſes you formerly made me. 

Vel. I ſhould as ſoon forget the multiptication- table. 

AV. I bave always taken your part before my Lady. 

Vel. You have ſo, and I have Item d it in my me- 
© mory. 

Ab. Forl have always look d upon your intereſt as 
my own. 
Pl. It is nothing but your eruelty can binder them 
from being ſo. 

Ab, I muſt ſtrike while the iron's hot. 22 de. 
Well, Mr. Vellum, there is no refuſing you, 225 have 
ſuch a bewitching tongue! 

Vel. How ? ſpeak that again! 

A. Why then in plain Zrg/i/e I love you. 

- Fel, I am overjoy d! 
As. I muſt own my paſſion for , | 
Vel. Tm tranſported! [Catching her in ' his arms. 

Ab. Dear charming man! - 

Vel. Thou ſum total. of all my happineſs! 1 ſhall 
grow extravagant! I can't forbear !—to drink thy vir- 
tuous inclinations in a bumper of ſack, Your Lady muſt. 
make haſte, my duck, or we ſhall provide a young 

Steward to the eſtate, before ſhe has an heir to it 


pr * my dear, does ſne intend to marry Mr. Tin- 
. 


4b. Marry him! my Love. Neo, 301 we muſt take 

care of that ! there wou'd be no ſtaying in the houſe for 

us if ſhe did. That young rake-hell wou'd ſend all the 

old ſervants a grazing. You and I ſhou'd be diſcarded 

before the honey-moon was at an end. 

Viel. Priythee, ſweet one, does not this Drum put the 

thoughts of marriage out of her head ? 

. This Drum, my dear, if it be well manayg'd, 

will be no leſs than a thouſand pound in our way. 
Vel. Ay, ſay'ſt thou ſo, my turtle? NE | 
Ab, Since we are now as good as man and wiſ— 


— 
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I mean, almoſt as good as man and wife- 
to conceal nothing from you. 
Vel. Certainly, my dove, not from thy yoke-fellow, 
thy help-mate, thy own fleſh and blood ! 
As. Huſh! I hear Mr. Tiz/e/'s laugh; my Lady and 
he are coming this way ; if you will take a turn with- 7 
out III tell you the whole contrivance. 
Vel. Give me your hand, chicken. | 
Ab. Here take it, you have my heart already, 
Fel. We ſhall have mach iſſue. 


1 ought 5 


[Exeurt. 


ern  $CENE 1. 
"ow VELLUM and BUTLER. 


Fa. OH N. I bare certain orders to gire you— 
and therefore be attentive. 
But. Attentive ! ay, let me alone for that——1 ſup- : 
poſe he means being ſober. | Aide. 
Viel. You know I have always recommended to you a 
method in your buſineſs, I would have your knives and 
forks, your ſpoons and napkins, your plate and glaſſes 
laid in a method. 
But. Ah, Mr. Vellum, you are ſuch a ſweet · ſpoken 5 
man, it does one's heart good to receive your orders. 
Vel. Method, John, makes buſineſs eaſy, it baniſhes 
all perplexity and confuſion out of families. 
But. How he talks! I con'd hear him all day. 
vel. And now, John, let me know whether your ta- 
ble-linen, your ſide board, your celler and every thing 
elſe within your province, are proper and methodically 
diſpos'd for an entertainment this evening. 
But, Maiter Vellum, they ſhall be ready at a quarter 
of an hour's warning. But pray, Sir, is this entertain- 
ment to be made for the Conjurer ? 


F | Fu. 
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Vel. It is, Jobs, for the Conjurer, and yet it is not 
for the Conjurer ? 

But. Why, look you Mr. Vellum, if it is for the 

Conjurer, the cook-maid ſhou'd have orders to get him 
ſome diſhes to his palate. Perhaps he may like a little 

brimſtone in his ſauce. 

Vel. This Conjurer, John, is a complicated creature, 
an amphibious animal, a perſon of a twofold nature— 
But he eats and drinks like other men. 

But. Marry, Maſter Vellum, he ſhou'd eat and drink 
_ much as two other 1 by the account * give of 

im. 

vel. Thy conceit is not amiſs, he is indeed a double 
man, ha, ha, ha. 

But. Ha! I underſtand you, hw one of your her- 
maphrodites, as they call em. | 
Vel. He is married and he is not married He 
hath a beard, and he hath no beard. He is old, and 
he is young. 

But. How charmingly he talks! 17 Rey. Mater 
Vellum, you could make a riddle. The ſame man old 
and young ! how do you make that out, Maſter Vel. 

lam? 

Vel Thou haſt heard of a ſnake caſting his ſkin, and 
recavering his youth., Such is this ſage perſon, 
But. Nay tis no wonder a Corn ſhou'd be like 

a fer 

*72 v When he has chrome away the old Conjurer's 
flough that Hangs about him, he'll come out as fine a 
young gentleman as ever was ſeen in this houſe. | 
But. Does he intend to ſup in his ſlough? 

Fel. That time will ſhow. 

But. Well, I have not a head for theſe things. In- 
. Mr. Vellum, I have not underſtood one * you 
have ſaid this half hour. 

Vel. ] did not intend thou ſhould'ſt—But to our bu- 
ſineſs Let there be a table ſpread in the great ball. 
Let your 120 and . be waſh'd, i in a readineſs. 


Bid 
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Bid the cook provide a plentiful ſupper, and ſee that all 


the ſervants be in their beſt liveries. 
But. Ay! now I underſtand every word you ſay. 

But I wou'd rather hear you talk a little in that tother 

wa 

il. I ſhall explain to thee what I have ſaid by and 


 by—Bid Saſan lay two pillows upon your Lady's bed. 


But. Two pillows! Madam won't ſleep + em 


both! ſhe is not a double woman too? 


Vel. She will ſleep upon neither. But bark; Mrs. 


Abigail, I think I hear her chiding the cook. maid. 


But. Then I'll away, or it will be my turn next ; ſhe, 
I am ſure, ſpeaks plain Englijo, c one may eaſily ander- 


tand every word ſhe ſays. . Butler. 


W folus. 
vil. Servants are good for nothing, unleſs they have 


an opinion of the perſon's underſtanding who has the 


direction of them.—But ſee Mrs. Migail!] ſhe has a be- 
witching countenance, I wiſh I _ not be tempted to 


marry her in — earneſt. 


Enter Asie Alf. 

4h Hal Mr. Pellum. 

Vel. What brings my ſweet one hither ? 

Ab. IJ am coming to ſpeak to ty friend behind the 


_ wainſ{cot. It is fit, child, he ſhould have an account 


of this Conjurer, that he may not be ſurpriz'd. 
Vel. That wou'd be as much as my thouſand pound 


is worth. 


Ab. I'll ſpeak low——Walls have ears. 


x [Pointing at the Wainſcot. 
Piel. But hark you, ducklin! be ſure you don't tell 


him that I am let into the ſecret. 


Ab. That's a good one indecd ! as if I ſhould ever 


tell what paſſes between you and me. 


vel. No, no, my child, that muſt not be! he, he, 
be that muſt not be ; be, he, he! 


4b. You will always be waggiſh. ET) 
FC Fel, 
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2 Adieu, and let me hear the reſult of your con- 
ference. 


Ab. How can you leave one fo ſoon ? 1 ſhall think 

it an age till I ſee you again. 

Viel. Adieu, my pretty one. 
Ab. Adieu, ſweet Mr. Vellum. 
Vel. My pretty one | 
Ab. Dear Mr. vellum. 


Viel. My pretty one? - Exit emo 


1 is going off, 


= Avioare ſola. 
A. I have him=—if 1 can but get this thouſand 
pound. [Fantome gives three Raps upon his Drum behind 
the Wainſcat, 
Ab. Ha. Three raps upon the Drum! the Genal 
Mr. Fantome and I agreed _ when he had a mind 
to ſpeak with me. [Fantome raps again. 


4b. Very well, 1 hear you; come, fox, come out of 85 
your hole. 


8 C EN E opens, and FANTOME | comes out. 


Ab. You may leave your Dram in the wardrobe; till 
vou have occaſion for it. 

Fan. Well, Mrs. Aligail, I want to hear what's a 
doing in the world. 

al, You are a very inquiſitive Spirit. But I muſt tell 
you, if you do not take care of yourſelf, you will be 
laid this evening. 

Fan. | have oenkeat fometbing of that matter. 
But let me alone for the DoQor I'll engage to give 
a good account of him. I am more in pain about Tin- 
ſel. When a Lady's in the caſe, I'm more afraid of 
one fop than twenty Conjurers. 

Ab. To tell you truly, he preſſes his attacks with fo 
| much impudence, that he has made more progreſs with 
my Lady in two days, than you did in two months. 
Fan. I ſhall attack her in another manner, if er, 

ca 


LE 


Lady Trueman. 
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canſt but procure me another interview. There's no- 


thing makes a lover ſo keen, as being kept up in the 
dark. 


Ab. Pray no more of your diſtant bows, your reſpecl- 


ful compliments Really, Mr. Fantome, you" re only 
fit to make love acroſs a tea-table. 


Fan, My dear girl, I ean't forbear hugging thee for 5 


thy good advice. 


Ab. Ay, now I have ſome hopes of you; but why 
don't you do ſo to my Lady? _—- 


Fan. Child, I always chooghe your Lady lov'd to be 


treated with reſp ect. 


Ab. Believe me, Mr. Fantome, there is not ſo great a 


difference between woman and woman, as you imagine. 


You ſee Tinſel has nothing but his einen to recom- 


| mend him. 


Fan. Tinſel is too great a coxcomb to be capable of . 


love.—And let me tell thee, Abigail, a man, who is 


fincere in his paſhon, makes but a very aukward pro- 
feſſion of it. But I'll mend my manners. 
Ab. Ay, or you'll never gain a widow 


Coins: I 


muſt tutor you a little; ſuppoſe me to be my Lady, and 
let me ſee how you'll behave yourſelf. 


Fan. I'm afraid, child, we han't time for ſuch a piece 


of mummery. 


4b. Oh, it will be quickly over, if you play your ö 
part well. 


Fan. Why has; dear Mrs. 46 


I mean, my 


Ab. Ay! but you han't ſaluted me,. 
Fan. That's right; Faith I forgot that circumſtance, 


[Kifjes her.] Nectar and Ambrofia ! 


Ab. That's very well | 
Fan. How long muſt I be condemn'd to languiſh ! 


when ſhall my ſufferings have an end! my life, my 
| happineſs, my all is wound up in you 


Ab. Well! why don't you ſqueeze my hand ? 
Fan, What, thus ? 


As. Thus? 1 throw your arm about my 
made! 5 


bh 
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middle: hog me cloſer. - You are not afraid of 
hurting me ! now pour forth a volley of rapture and 
| nonſenſe, till you are out of breath. 

Fan. Tranſport and exſtaſy: where am I my 
life, my bliſs !——]1 rage, I burn, I bleed, 1 die. 
As. Go on, go on. 
Fan. Flames and darts Bear me to the gloomy 
2 _ rocks, and grottoes— —Flowers, Zephyr, 

1 ſtreams. 5 

Oh! Mr. Fantome, you hw a tongue wou'd 
undo a veſtal! you were born for the ruin of our ſex. 

Fan. This will do then, Abigail? 

Ab. Ay, this is talking like # 2 lover. Tho' I only 

repreſent my Lady, I take a pleaſure in hearing you. 
Well o' my conſcience when a man of ſenſe has a little 
daſh of the coxcomb in him, no woman can reſiſt him. 
Go on at this rate, and the 1 pound is as good 
as in my pocket. 

Fan. I ſhall think it an age till I have an opperty- 
nity of putting this leſſon in practice. 
Ab. You may do it ſoon, if you make good uſe of 
your time; Mr. Tinje/ will be here with my Lady at 
; eight, and at nine the Conjurer is to take you in hand. 
Fan. Let me alone with both of them. | 
Ab. Well! forewarn'd, forearm'd. Get into your 
box, and [I'll endeavour to diſpoſe every thing in your | 
favour. UE antome goes in. Exit Abigail. 


Enter Venen. 3 
vel. Mrs. Abigail is withdrawn. I was in hopes 
to have heard wat paſs d between her and her inviſible 
3 


1 Enter TinsEL. 
Tir. Vellum ! Vellum ! 
Vel. [ Afide.) Vellum ! We are methinks very famili- 
ar; I am not us'd to be call'd ſo by any but their Ho- 
nours —— What would you Mr. Tinſe/? 
Tin. Let me beg a a favour of thee, old gentleman. Th 
Kit - -* 


ling of thy arms. 
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vol. What is that, good our 2. 
Tin. Pr'ythee run and fetch me the rent-roll of thy 
Lady's eftate. 

Vel. The rent-roll ? 

Tin. The rent-roll ? ay, the rent-roll ! doſt not un- 
derſtand what that means? 

Vel. Why, have you thoughts of purchaſing i it! 
Tin. Thou haſt hit it, old boy; that is my very in- 
tention. | 
Viel. The purchaſe will be convderable. . | 
Tin. And for that reaſon I have bid thy Lady very 
high— She is to have no leſs for it than this entire 
perſon of mine. 


Viel. Is your whole eſtate perſonal, Mr. Tinſel—he, 
he, he! 

Tin. Why, you queer old dog, you don' t pretend to 
1 jel, d'ye? look ye, Vellum, if you think of being con- 


tinued my Steward, you mult learn to walk with your 
toes out. 


Viel. [ Afide.] An :afolent companion 1 
Tin. Thou'rt confounded rich, I ſee, by that dang - 


Fel. [ fide.) An ungracious bird! 
Din. Thou ſhalt lend me a couple of thouſand 
pounds. 
Vel. [ Afide.] A very profligate ! | 
Tin. Look ye, Vellum, I intend to be kind to you 
I'll borrow ſome money of you. 
Vel. I cannot but ſmile to under the diſappointment 
this young fellow will meet with; I will make myſelf 
merry with him., LAſide.] And ſo, Mr. Tinſel, you pro- 
Miſe * will be a very kind maſter to me. 
{Stifing a Laugh. 
Tin, What will you give for a life in the houſe you 
live in?? 
Vel. What do you think of hve bundred pounds — 
Ha, ha, hai 
Tin. That's too little, 


Fel. 
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vel And yet is more than 1 ſhall give you—And 3 
will offer you two reaſons for it. 

Tin. Pr'ythee what are they ? 

Vel. Firſt, becauſe the tenement is not in your dif- 
poſal; and, ſecondly, becauſe it never will be in your 
diſpoſal, and ſo fare you well, good Mr. T:in/e/. Ha, 
ha, ha! you will pardon me for being jocular. 

[Exit Vellum. 

Tin. This rogue is as ſaucy as the Conjurer : I'll be 

hang'd if * are not akin. 


Mio Lavr. | 

Lol Mr. . T ! what, all alone? You free. think- 
ers are great admirers of ſolitude. 

Tin. No, faith, I have been talking with thy Steward ; 
a very groteſk figure of a fellow, the very picture of 
one of our benchers. How can you. bear his conver- 
ſation ? 

Lady. 1 keep him he my Steward, and not my com- 
panion. He's a ſober man. 

Tin. Yes, yes, he looks like a put—a queer old dog. 
as ever I ſaw in my life: we mult turn him off, widow. 
He cheats thee confoundedly, I fee that. 

Lady. Indeed you're miſtaken ; he has always had 
the reputation of being a very honeſt man. 

Tin. What! I ſuppoſe he goes to church. 

Lady. Goes to church! ſo do you too, 1 hope. 

Tin. I would for once, widow, to make ſure of you. 

Lady. Ah, Mr. Tinjel, a huſband who would not 

continue to go thither, would quickly forget the pro- 
Miſes he made there. 

Tin. Faith, very innocent, and very rdiculons! well 

then, I warrant thee, widow, thou would'ſt not for the 

world marty a ſabbath-breaker! _ 

Lady. Troly they generally come to a bad end. I re- 

member the Corjurer told you, you were ſhort-liv'd. 
Tin. The Conjurer! Ha, ha, ha ! 1 

Lady. Indeed you re very witty! i 
Tin, Indeed ous re very handſom! l [Kiſſer her Hand. 


Lady. 
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Lady. I with the fool does not love me. [ Aide. 
Tin. Thou art the idol I adore. _ Here muſt I pay 
my devotion——Pr'ythee, widow, haſt thou any timber 
upon thy eſtate ? 

Lach. The moſt impodent fellow 1 ever met with. 


Aſide.” 
Vu. I take notice thou haſt a great deal of olc _ 2 
herein the houſe, widow. © 
Lady. Mr. Tin/el, you are a very obſervin man. 
Fi. Thy large ſilver ciſtern would make a very 
good coach; and half a dozen ſalvers that I ſaw on the 
ſide-board, might be turned into ſix as pretty horſes as 
any that appear in the ring. RY 
Lady. You have a very good fancy, Mr. T "T7 Na 
What pretty transformations you could make in my 
£ houſe But I'll ſee where it will end. [Alide. 
Tin. Then I obſerve, child, you have two or r three ſer- 
vices of guilt plate ; we'd eat always in china, my dear. 
L..aaay. I perceive you are an excellent manager 
70 How quickly you have taken an inventory of my goods! 
Tin. Now, hark ye, widow, to _— 1 the love Fay 
that I have for vou — 90 
Lady. Very well; let me hear. 
Tin. You have an old-faſhioned gold caudle-c cup. : 
with, the figure of a faint upon the lid on't. 5 
_  Lagy. Fw what then ? 


Tix. Why ioc Id fell the-candiovinp with the: k. 


old ſaint for as much money as they'd fetch, which 1 N : 


would convert into a diamond AE: and make you : F 
: 12125 of i As | 


| 4 — are generous to an extravagance. But, 
pray, 3 nel, don't diſpoſe of my goods before you 


are ſure of my perſon. I find you have taken a your: | 


- affeQtion to my moveables. 


Tin. My dear, I love every thing that belongs to you. 
Lady. I ſee you do, Sir; you need not make any pro- 
tellativns upon that ſubject. | 
Ti. Pho, pho, my dear, we are growing ſerious; | 
as let me tell you that's ods very next NE to "ak 
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dull. Come, that pretty face was never made to look 


4 


grave with. 
Lady. Believe me, Sir, whatever you think, marriage 


is a ſerious ſubject. 


Tin. For that very reaſon, my dear, let us run over 


it as faſt as we can. 


Lady. 1 ſhould be very muck'i in haſte for a hoſbagd, 
if I married within fourteen months after Sir George's 
deceaſe. 5 

Tin. Pray, my dear, let x me aſk you a queſtion ; ; «doſt 
not thou think that Sir Ceorge is as dead at preſent, to 


_ all intents and purpoſes, as he will be a twelve-month | 
hence? . 


— 


Lady. Ves; but decency | Mr. R 


Tin. Or doſt thou think. thou'lt be more a widow 
then, than thou art now ? 


Lady. The world would fay. L never lov'd wy firſt 
huſband. - 


Tin. Ah, my 8 they would fay y you lov'd your ſe- 


cond ; 3 and they would own I deſerv'd it, we 1 om love 
_ thee moſt inordinately. 


Lady. But what would people think ? + 
Tin. Think ! why they would think thee the mirror of 
widowhood That a woman ſhould live fourteen 


whole months after the deceaſe of her ſpouſe, without 
| having engag'd herſelf, Why, about town, we know 


many a woman of quality's ſecond huſband, ſeveral 


years before the death of the firſt. 


Lady. Ay, 1 know you wits have your common. place 
jeſts upon us poor widows. 

Tin. I'll tell you a ſtory, widow ; I know a certain 
Lady, who, cohſidering the crazineſs of her huſband, 
had, in caſe of mortality, engag'd herſelf to two young. 
fellows of my acquaintance They grew ſuch deſpe- 
Tate rivals for her, while her huſband was alive, that 
one of them pink'd the other in a duel. But the good 
Lady was no ſooner a widow, but what did my dowa- 


: ger do? ? Why, rh, be. 5 a woman of honour, ſhe 


married 
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| married a third, to whom, 1 it ſeems, ſhe had given her 
firſt promiſe. 


Lady. And this is a true ſtory upon your own know 
ledge? * | 
. 7; in. Every tittle, as I hope to be married, or never 
believe Tom Tinſel. 
Lady. Pray, Mr. Tinſel, do you call this talking like 
a wit or like a rake? _ 185 
Tin. Innocent enough. he, he, he ! 1 Why, where's 
the difference, my dear ? | 
Lady. Yes, Mr. Tin/el, the only man J ever lov'd in 
my life, had a great deal of the one, and nothing of 
the other in him. | 
Nu. Nay now you grow vapouriſh ; ; thou'lt begin to 
fancy thou hear'ſt the Drum by and by. | 
- Laay. If you had been here laſt night about this time, 
you would not have been ſo merry. 
Tin, About this time, ſay'ſt thou ! come, Faith, for 
humour s ſake, we'll ſit down and liſten. 
Lady. I will, if you'll promiſe to be ſerious. 
Tin. Serious! never fear me, child. Ha, ha, ba! 
doſt not hear him? 
Lady. Vou break your word already. Pray, Mr. 
Tinſel, do you laugh to ſhew your wit or your teeth? 
Tin. Why, both, my dear— I'm glad, however, 
that ſhe has taken notice of my teeth. Alle] But 
you look ſerious, child ; 1 fancy thou hear {t the Nun, 
doſt not? _ w- 
Laay. Don't talk ſo table. 5 | n 
Tin, Why, my dear, you could not GY more e frighted 
if you had Lrcifer's Drum major in your houſe. 
Lady. Mr. Tiaſel, I muſt defire to lee you no more 
in it, if you do not leave this idle way of talking. 
Tin. Child, I thought | had told you what is my 
opinion of EN as we were drinking a diſh of tea but 
juſt now- —There | is no no fuck thing, 1 give thee my. 
Word. 
| Lady. Ob, Mr. Tinſel, your- authority ma be of great 
| weight to thoſe that know you. pp : 
17 76 in. 


" & 


* r * . 
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Tin. For my part, child, I have made myſelf eaſy in 
thoſe points. 


Lady. Sure nothing was ever like this 510 8 vanity, | 


"3. but his ignorance. - . 


Tin. I'll tell thee what now, widow 1 would 


| engage by the help of a white Wood? md a peny- 
Worth of link in a dark night, to frighten you a whole 
country village out of their fenſes, and the vicar 


into the bargain. [ Drum beats. ] Hark! hark! 


what noiſe is that ! Heaven defend us! This 1 is more 
than fancy. 


Lady. It beats more terrible than ever. 8 
Tim. Tis very dreadful ! what a dog have I been to 


ſpeak againft my conſcience, only to ſhew my parts 


Lady. It comes nearer and nearer. I wiſh you have 


not anger'd it by your fooliſh diſcourſe. 


Tin. Indeed, Madam, I did not 1 my 


heart: I hope i it will do me no hurt for a little harm- 9 
leſs rallery. 


Lady. Harmleſs, d'y e call it? it beats hard by * 


as if it wou'd break es the wall! 


Tin. What a devil had I to do with a white ſheet ? 
[ Scene opens, and a1 liſcowers F antome. 


Mercy on us ! it appears. 


Lady. Oh! "tis he! 'tis be himſe!f! ! "tis Sir Gangs) 4 


tis my huſband! _ [She faints, 


Tin. Now would I give ten thouſand pounds that I 


were in town. [Fantome advances to him drumming]. 1 
beg ten thouſand pardons : I'll never talk at this rate 
any more. [Fantome fill advances d umming.] By my 
ſoul, Sir George, I was not in earneſt. [Falls on his Knees] 

Have compaſhon on my youth, and conſider 1 am but 
_ a coxcomb——[PFantome points to the Door. ] But fee 


he waves me off 


Ay, with all my heart—— What 


a devil had I to do with a white ſheet ? ¶ He firals off 
the Stage mending his Pace as the Drum beats. © 


Fan. The ſcoundrel is gone, and has left his miſtreſs 
behind him; I'm miſtaken if he makes love in this 


| Houſe any more. I have now only the Con urer to deal 


with, 
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with. I don't queſtion but I ſhall make his Reverence 
_— as faſt as the Lover: and then the day's my 


own. But the ſervants are coming. 1 muſt get into 
my cupboard. 


Enter AG and Servants. 


1 . Oh my poor Lady ! This wicked 3 ER has 
frighted Mr. Tinje! out of his wits, and my Lady into 
a ſwoon. Let me bend her a little forward. She re- 


vives. Here, carry her into the freſh air, and ſhe'll 


recover. [They carry her off.| This is a little barbarous 
to my Lady; but tis all for her good: and I know her 
| ſo well, that ſhe would not be angry with me, if ſhe 


knew what I was to get by it. And if any of 5 friends 
| ſhould blame me for it hereafter, | 


£ I clap my 3 5 15 purſe and tell "em, 
'Twvas fora 8 W and Mr. Vellum. 


A CT v. SCENE I. 


1 di- George in bis Conjurer's Habit, the Butler 


marching before him with two large Candles, and 
\- the two Servants coming after him, one bri inging a 


tile Table, and another a Chair. 


But. ANT pleaſe your Worſhip, Mr. Conjurer, 
. the Steward has given us all orders to 
do whatſoever you ſhall bid us, and to pay you the ſame 


reſpect, as if you were our Maſter. 
Sir G. Thou ſay'ſt well. 


Card. An't pleaſe your Conjurerſhip' 5 Werkip, mall 
1 ſet the table down here? 


Sir G. Here, Peter. 
Card. Peer ! — - He knows my 1 name by his learn- 


| ang, : | | 8 [Aids. 


0 each, 


[He goes in. 
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Coach. I have brought you, reverend Sir, the largeſt 


elbow-chair in the houſe 3 'tis that the e ſits in 


when he holds a court. 
Sir G. Place it there. . 
But. Sir, will you pleaſe to want any thing elſe ? 
Sir G. Paper, and a pen and ink. 


But. Sir, I believe we have paper that is fit for your 


purpoſe ! my Lady's mourning paper, that is black d 
at r n eng. yu chuſe to'writ with a crow- | 
quill? : 

Sir G There is none better. IP 

But. Coachman, go fetch the paper ail] lara out 


. of the little parlour. 


Coach. [To Gard] Peter, pr 'ythee do thou go along 
with me——T'm afraid You know I went with you 


laſt night into the garden, when the cook-maid wanted 
a handful of parſley. 


But. Why, you don't think T U * with the Sonja: - | 


| Ter by myſelf! 


Gard. Come, we'll all three go and fetch the pen and 7 


ink together.  [Exeunt Ser wants. 


Sir G. ſolus. There 5 nothing I ſee makes ſuch ſtrong 


; nin bers as fear. Theſe fellows are all enter'd into a 
confederacy againſt the Ghoſt. There muſt be abun- 


dance of buſineſs done in the family at this rate. But a 


here comes the triple alliance. Who could have thought 
theſe three rogues cou d have found each of em an em- 
Ploy ment in fetching a ped, and ink! 


0 Enter GanprINer with a ſheet of Rakes” Coacnman 


du, a Standiſh, and BUTLER with a Pen. 
Gard. Sir, there is your paper. . 
"Cach. Sir, there is your ſtandiſn. . 
But. Sir, there is your crow-quill pen—T'm glad | 

I have got rid on't. | [ 4jide. 


Card. [ 4fide.] He forgets that he's to make a circle. 
Doctor, ſhall I help you to a bit of cha? 


Sir G. It is no matter. 
Bu, Look ye, Sir, I ſhow'd you the ſpot ha he! ; 
7 hear 
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VF? oftneſt, if your Worſhip can but ferret him out 
of that old wall in the next room | 
Sir G. We ſhall try. 

Card. That's right, Jobn. His worltip muſt let fly 
all his learning at that old wall. 
| But. Sir, if | was worthy to adviſe you, I wou'd have 55 
a bottle of good October by me. Shall I ſet a up of 

| Stingo at your elbow ? | 
Sir G. I thank ears al 30 binn it. 
Gard. John, he ſeems a very good-natur'd man for 
2 Conjurer. 
But. I'll take tile opportunity of enquiring "after a 
15 bir of plate I have loft. I fancy, whilſt he is in my 
Lady's pay, one may hedge in a queſtion or two into 


the bargain. Sir, Sir, may I beg a word in your ear? 


Si- G. What would'ſt thou? 
But Sir, I know ] need not tell you, that I loſt one 

of my ſilver ſpoons laſt week. | 
Si- G. Mark'd with a ſwan's neck- 
But. My Lady's creſt ! he knows every / thing. 2 4 


How wou'd 2 Worlkip adviſe me to recover it again? 
Sir G. Hum 


But. What Do I do to come at it? 


Sir G. Drink nothin g but ſmall- beer for a ornigb— 
But. Small beer! rot gut! 


Sir G. If thou drink'ſt a ſingle drop of ale before 
fifteen days areExpir' d it is as much — as thy 


ſpoon— is worth, = 
But. I ſhall never recover. it that way; - Ill eien buy 
a new one. Aſde. 


Coach. D'ye mind how they whiſper ? Fl. 
Card. III be hang d if he be not aſking him ſome- 
thing about Nell 
Coach. 1'11 take this opportunity of putting a queſtion 

to him about poor Debbing : I fancy he could give me 
better counſel than the farrier. 105 

But. [To Gard. ] A prodigious man! he knows every 
thing : now is the time to find out t thy pick · ax. WY 
Gard, 
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Card. 1 ; nothing to give him : does not he ex- 
pect to have his hand croſs'd with filyer ? 


Coach, [TY e Sir, TY; a man venture to o aſk 
you a queſtion ? iy: | 


Sir G. Aſk it. | | 

Coach, 1 have a poor horſe i in a the ſable thar 5 be- 
witch'd- c | 
Sir G. A bay gelding. "pr ary ; 
Coach. How cou'd he know that? Ale. 
Sir G. Bought at Banbury. OE IE I 
Coach. Whew—ſo it was o' my conſcience. [Whiſtler 88 
Sir G. Six years old laſt Lammas. 
Coach. To a day. [4 de.) Now, Sir, I words know 
Pb whether the poor beaſt is benitch' 27 ys 8 8 or 
Sir G. Neither. boy, 
Coach. Then it muſt be Goody, cue, for the is the 
next oldeſt woman in the pariſh. . 
Tard. Haſt thou done, Robin? 

| Coach. [To Gard. ] He can tell thee any dung. 

Card. To Sir G.] Sir, 1 wou'd ey to take "ow. Alt. 5 
tle further out of hearing 


Sir G. Speak. | | | 
Gard. The Butler and I, Mr. Dodtor, were 1 of 
as in love at the ſame time with a certain perſon. | 
Sir G. A woman. 

Gard. How cou'd he know that? FI (4 de. 
S G. Goon. | f 
Gard, This woman bas iar had two children at's 
Mw 1 5 
Sir G. Twins: ? 
Gard. Prodigious | where cou'd by hear that ? [4/6 „ 
Sir G. Proceed. © 

Gard. Now, becauſe J us'd to meet her ſomerimes' in 
the garden, ſhe has laid them both — 


Sir G. To the. -.A\ | 
Gard. What a 5 of learning he muſt have! he 
: knows every thing. 85 1 Ai 4. 


dir G. H aſt thou W ? 
Gard, 


news of his death- 
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Gard. I wou'd deſire to know whether 1 am really 
father to them both. 

Sir G. Stand beford me, let me ſurvey thee round. 

[Lays his Wand upon his Head, and makes him turn about.] 
Coach. Look yonder, John, the filly dog is turning 
about under the Conjurer's wand. If he has been ſaucy 


to him, we ſhall ſee him puff d off in a whirlwind im- 


mediately. 


Sir G. Twins, doſt thou ſay | ? [Still turning him. 
Card. Ay, are they both mine, d'ye think ? 
Sir G. Own but one of them, 
Gard. Ay, but Mrs. Abigail will have me take care 
of them both——ſhe's alway's for the Butler- 
my poor maſter Sir George had been alive, he wou'd 
have made him go halves with me. 

Sir G. What, was Sir George a kind maſter ? 


Gard. Was he! Ay, my tellow-fervants will bear 
me witneſs. | 


Sir G. Did ye love Sir George ? : 
But. Every body lov'd him 
Coach. There was not a dry eye in the pariſh at the 


Gard. He was the beſt neighbour—— 
But. The kindeſt huſband | 
Coach. The trueſt friend to the poor- 

But. My good Lady took on mightily, v we all chought 

it would have been the death of her 

Sir G. 1 proteſt theſe fellows melt me ! I think the 

time long till I am their maſter again, that I may be 

kind to them, | Ob . - 


* 


Enter VELLUM. 
vel. Tra you provided the Doctor ev'ry thing he 
bas occaſion for? if * 700 may depart. | 
[ Exeunt Servants. 

Si G. I can a yet ſee no hurt in my wife's behavi- 
our; but till I have ſome certain pangs and doubts, 
that are natural to the heart of a fond man. I muſt 
take the 1 of My diſguiſe to be thoroughly ſa- 

H OD dsf. 5 
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tisfied. It would neither be for her hap ineſs nor mine, 
to make myſelf known to her till I am ſo. LAſde.] Dear 
Vellum! I am impatient to hear ſome news of myWife ; ; 
| how does ſhe after her fright ! 


Vel. It is a ſaying ſomewhere inmy Lord: Cole, that 

a Widow Þ 

Sir G. I aſk of my wife, and; thou talk'ſt to me of 
my Lord Coke—— pr Yehes tell me. .how ſhe does, for - WB 
am in pain for her. 

Viel. She is pretty well receivers. Mrs. Abigail has | 
put her in good heart; Rag [ have given her great hopes 
from your ſkill. "- 

Si, G. That I think cannot fail, fince thou' haſt got 
this ſecret out of Abigail] but I could not have thought 
my friend Fantome would have ſerv'd me thus 
Vel. Vou will fancy you are a living man 5 
bo = G. That us ſhould endeavour to enſnare my 5 
wife | 
= + Fa" You have no right in her aber your demiſe. 5 
Death extinguiſhes all . banc—It is a 
maxim in the law. 
Sir G. A pox on your learning! well, but whit is 
become of Tinje/? 
Viel. He ruſh'd out of the VIS, call d for his horſe, 
dlap'd ſpurs to his ſides, and was out of fight 1 in leſs 
time than I—can—tell ten. 
Lr G. This is whimfical enough! my wife will have 
a quick ſucceſſion of lovers, in one day— Fantome 
has driven out Til, and I ſhall drive out Fantome. © 
Vel. Ev'n as one wedge driveth out another — he, he, 
6 he! you muſt pardon me for being jocular. 5 
Sir G. Was there ever ſuch a provoking blockhead? 
bad he means me well Well I muſt have ſatisfaction of 
tbis traitor Fantome; and cannot take a more proper one, 
than by turning him out of my houſe, in a manner that 
ſhall throw ſhame-upon him, and make him ridiculous aa 
long as he lives. —You muſt remember, Ye/lum, yu il 
dave abund ance of buſineſs Pen 8285 hands, and [ 1 
„ oat 
11 
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but ja time to tell it you over; all I require of you is 
diſpatch, therefore hear me. 


el. There is ee more requiſite i in buſineſs chan 
diſpatch 
Sir G. Then hear me. | 
Viel. It is indeed the life of buſineſs— 
Sir G. Hear me then, I ſay. | 
Viel. And as one has rightly obſerv'd, the benefit that 
attends it is fourfold, Firſt 
Sir G. There is no bearing this l thou art a ER A 
to deſcribe peck; when thou ſhouldft be practiſing. 

It. 

Pe. But your Ho-nour will not give me the hear- 
Ing— _ 

15 G. Thou wilt not give me +.the bearing, [Arrih. R 

Vel. I am ſtill. 

Sir G. In the firſt place, you are to lay my wig, hat, 
and ſword ready for me in the cloſet, -and one of my 
ſcarlet coats. You know how * has deſerib d the 

Ghoſt to you. N 

Vel. It ſhall be done. | 

Sir G. Then you-mult remember, whilf I am laying: 
this Ghoſt, you are to prepare my wife for the reception KB 

of her real huſband ; tell her the whole. tory, and do- 9 
it with all the art you are maſter of, that the ſurpriſe x 
may not be too great for ger.. 

Peel. It ſhall be done—But fince her Honour has ſeen: 

this Apparition ſhe deſires to ſee you once more, before 
ou encounter it. 

Sir G. 1 ſhall expect * impatiently. For now 1 can 
talk to her without being interrupted by that impertinent 
rogue Tinſel. I hope thou haſt not told * any thing 

of, the ſecret. 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail is a woman; there are many rea- 

ſons why ſhe ſhould not be acquainted with it: I ſhall 

only mention ſix 


Sir G. Huſh, here the comes!“ E * heart! 


E nter 4 
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Enter LADY and ABI0AIL. 

Sir G. [ Aſide, white Vellum talks in dumb Show to 
Lady.] O that lov'd woman! how I long to take her 
in my arms ! If I find I am ſtill dear to her memory, 
it will be a return to. life indeed! But J muſt take care 
of indulging this tenderneſs, and put on a behaviour 

more ſuitable to my preſent character. 
a L* alks at a Diſtance in a penfive Poſture waving his M. ba, 

Lady. (To Vellum] This is ſurpriſing indeed! So all 
the ſervants tell me ; they ſay he knows every. thing 
that has happen'd in the family. 

Ab. [Hide] A parcel of credulous fools! they firſt 
tell him their ſecrets, and then wonder how he comes 
to know them. 

[Exit Vellum, lee fond hk oth Abigail. 

Lady. Learned Sir, may I have fome converſation 
with you, before you begin your ceremonies ? 

Sir G. Speak! but hold—firit let me feel your pulſe? 

Lady. What can you learn from that? 

„ have already learn d a ſecret from it, * "4 
ill aſtoniſn you 8 

Lach. Pray what i is it? 


Sir G. You will have a hutbend within this half | 
dour. * 


Ab. Ce T am m glad to hear thar—He muſt mean. 


Mr. Fantome; ; I begin to think there SA good Leal od 
truth in his art. 


Lady. Alas! I fear you mean I ſhall ſee Sir George . 
Apparition a ſecond time. 


Sx G. Have courage, you ſhall ſee the Apparition 


no more. The huſband mention fall — as much 
alive as I am. 


Ab. Mr. Fantome to be ſure, . Alu. 


Lady. Impoſſible! I lov'd my firſt too well. 
Fir G. You cou'd not love the hs better than you 
| will love the ſecond. 


. [$6.1 Fl be hore my dear Steward has 
nE 
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not inſtructed him; he means Mr. Fantome to be ſure ; q 
the thouſand pound 1 is our own! | 

* Lady. Alas! you did not know Sir er 1 

Sir G. As well as I do myſelf—I ſaw him with you 
in the red damaſk room, when he firſt made love to 
you; your mother left you together, under pretence of 


receiving a viſit from Mrs. Hawthorn, on her return 
from London. 


Lady. This is aſtoniſhing ! 


Sir G. You were a great admirer of a ſingle life for 


the firſt half hour; your refuſals then grew {till fainter 
and fainter. With what extacy did Sir George kiſs your 


hand, when you told him you ſhould _ follow the | 
advice of your Mamma ! - 


Lady. Every circumſtance to a tittle ! | 

Sir G, Then, Lady, the wedding night ! I ſaw you 
in your white ſattin night-gown : You wou'd not come 
out of your dreſſing- room, till Sir George took you out 
by force. He drew you gently by the hand—— You 


ſtruggled but he was too ſtrong for You——You 

bluſh'd ; he | 

Lach. Oh! ſtop there ! go. no farther! He 

knows every thing. e f Ms. 


. Truly, Mr. eat I believe you have been a 
wag in your youth. 4 
Sr G. Mrs. Abigail, you know what your good 
word coſt Sir George, a 1 of broad pieces, Mrs. = 
Abigail 
| Ae. The devil's in him. 27 de.] Pray, Sir, Gace 
| you have told ſo far, you ſhould tell my Lagy that I re- 
fus'd to take them. 

Si, G. 'Tis true, child, he was forc'd to throft them | 
into your boſom. —- 
Ab. This rogue will mention the thouſand pound, : 
if I don't take care. [4fide.) Pray, Sir, though you are 
2 Conjurer, methinks you need not be a blab . 


Lady. Sir, ſince I have now no reaſon to doubt of .- 


your art, I muſt beſeech you to treat this. Apparition 
_ gently—It has the e of my deceas d huf- 
band 3 5 
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band; if there be any undiſcovered ſecret, any thing 
that troubles his reſt, learn it of him. 

Sir G. I muſt to that end be ſincerely inform'd by 
you, whether your heart be engag'd to another. Have 
not you receiv'd the addreſſes of many lovers ſince his 
death? bs 
Lady. I have been oblig d to receive more viſt than 


have been agreeable. 
Sir G. Was not 7. znſel e | afraid to 


| Hear an anſwer to mine own queſtion. [Ajide. 
Lady. He was well recommendee. 
Sir G. Racks! „ [Aſide. 
Fach. Of a good family. e cd 
Sir G. Torture? 2 1408 8 


Lady. Heir to a conſiderable eſtate? 
PR”. G. Death ! Aide. And you ſtill love Aim 25 

_ I'm diftracted! e. 
Lady. No, I deſpiſe kim. I found he had a deſign 
upon my fortune; was baſe, profligate, cowardly, and 
every thing that cou'd be expected from a man of the ; 
vileſt principles! 

S G. I'm recover d. 

A. Oh, Madam, had you 958 how like a ſcoundrel 
he look'd when he left your Ladyſhip in a ſwoon! 
Where have you left my Lady? fays I. In an elbow- 
Chair. child, ſays he. And where are you going? ſays 

T. To town, child, ſays he: For to tell thee Por by 
child, ſays he. I don't care for living under the ſame : 
roof with the devil, ſays naa. 
Sir G. Well, Lady, I ſee nothing i in 1 all this, chat 
may hinder Sir George's Spirit from being at reſt. 05 
Lady. If he knows any thing of what paſſes 0 my 


heart, he cannot but be ſarisfied of that fondne hich 


J bear to his memory. My ſorrow for him is always 
freſh when I think of him. He was the kindeſt, trueſt, 
tendereſt——Tears will not let me go on —— _ 


Sir G. This quite o'erpowers me—l ſhall diſcover 
myſelf before my time. [ 4/ide..]—Madam, you may 


Lach. 


now retire, and leave me to mylelf. 
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Lady. Succeſs attend you ! 


Ab. 1 wiſh Mr. Fantome gets well off from this old 


Don—1 Know he'll be with him immediately. 
[Exeunt Ty and Abigail. 


Sir Gro ſolus. 

Sir G. My heart is now at eaſe; he is the ſame 
dear woman I left her—— Now for my revenge upon 
Fantome.—1 ſhall cut the ceremonies ſhort A few 
words will do his buſineſs —— Now let me ſeat myſelf 
in form——A good eaſy chair for a Conjurer this !— 
Now for a few mathematical ſcratches 

lucky ſcrawl, that—Paith I think it looks very aſtro- 
logical — Theſe two or three magical pot hooks about 
tit, make it a compleat Conjurer's ſcheme. [ Drum beats. 


Fa, ha, ha, Sir, are you there! [Euter e 


Now muſt 1 pore upon my paper. 


Enter F antome, beating his Drum. 
Sir G. Pr — don t make a noiſe, Im buſy. 


[ Fantome beats. 
Sir G. A pretty march! * pr 'ythee beat that over a- 


gain. ME He beats and advances. 


, [Riſing ] Ha! you're very 2 in the Kep 
of a Ghoſt, You ſtalk it majeſtically. 


[ Fantome advances. 
Si G. How the rogue ſtares, he acts it to admira- 
tion; Il be hang'd if he has not been practiſing this 


half hour i in Mrs. Abigail's wardrobe. 


[Fantome farts, gives a Rap upon his Drum. 


Sir G. Pr'ythee don't play the fool. [Fantome beats. 

Sir G. Nay, nay, enough of this, good Mr. Fantome. 

Fan. ¶ Aſde.] Death! I'm diſcover'd. This Jade 
Abigail has betray'd. me. 

Sir G. Mr. Fantome, upon the word of an \ afirologer, 


your thouſand pound bribe will never gain my Lady 
Truman. 


Fan. Tis plain, we has told bim all. IAſide. 


Sir G, Let me adviſe you to make off as faſt as you 
can, 


a good 
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Apparition as fhall- 
Fan. An Apparition, old gentleman ! you miſtake 
your man, l'm not to be frighten'd with bugbears !— 


- wb give thee ſuch a proof of my art A 
Fan. Why, if thou haſt any hocus 2 tricks to play, 
why can'ſt thou not do them here? 85 
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can, or J plainly * by my art, Mr. C vin 
have his bones bro 

Fan. [To Sir G.] Look ye, old gentleman, I per- 
ceive you have learnt this ſecret from Mrs. Abigail. 

Sir G. I have learnt it from my art. 

Fan. Thy art! pr'ythee no more of that. Look ye, 


I know you are a cheat as much as IJ am. And if thou' lt 7 
keep my counſel, Fll give _ ten broad pieces. 
Sir G. I am not N > young man, Iſcorn thy 
gold. 


Fan. rl make thein- up twenty 
Sir G. Avant! and chat quickly, or n raiſe fach an 


Sir G. Let me retire but for a few oments, and I 


Sir G. The raiſing of a Spirit, requires certain ſecret 


_ myſteries to be Fes and nd to be mutter di in 
private- : 
„ Wel, if 1 ſee through your tricks, will you 1 
promiſe to be my friend? 5 
Sir G. 1 will——-attend and wemble. | [Bak = 


 FanTowe „e. 
Fan. 5 very folemn old aſs ! But I Croke 1 


he has a mind to raiſe his price upon me. I cou'd not | 
I begin to 
Aro horribly tir'd of my drum. I wiſh I was well rid 
of it. However, I have got this by it, that it has driven 
off Tinſel for good and all; I ſhan't have the mortifica- 


think this Slut wou'd have us'd me thus. 


tion to ſee my miſtreſs carry'd off by ſuch a rival. Well, 


Whatever happens, I muſt ſtop this old fellow's mouth, 
| I muſt not be * paring in huſh- money. But here he 


Eu 


6 
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15 — George in bis vun Habit, 

Fan. Ha! what's that! Sir George 1ruman ! This 
can be no counterfeit. His dreſs! his ſhape ! his face! 
the very wound nne he nd di N ay, then tis time 
to decamdpi | Runs off. 

Sir G. Ha, ha, ha! Fare e you et good Sir, George 
The enemy has left me maſter of the field: Here are 
the marks of my victory. This Drum will I hang up in 

=P Ae 8 as the trophy of the e ä 


Enter Anroam, 4 BI 
; Sir George flands with his Hand before his Face in a 
11 mfg Poffure. 

. Yonder he is. * my conſeience he bas ariven ; 
off the Conjurer. Mr. Fantome, Mr. Fantome ! | give 
you joy, I give you joy: What do you think of your 

e e now, why does not the man ſpeak ? 

5 [ Pulls him by the Sleeve. 
85 G. Ha! bie his Hand from his Face. 
Hb. Oh! is my Maſter || : | [ Shrieks, 

¶ Running away : He catches ber. 
$4 G. "Good, Mrs. Abigail, not ſo faſt. _ | 
4b. Are you alive, Sir ! ? He has given my houlder 
ach a curſed tweak they muft be real fingers. I al 5 
em, I'm ſure. 7 ee, f 
Sir G. What doſt thou think 2 1 9 
Ab. Think, Sir? think? troth I don't know What i 
to think. Pray, Sir, how . 
Sir G. No queſtions, . good Abigail; thy cariolity — 
ſhall be ſatisfied 3 in due time. Where s your Lady? 

Ab. Oh, I'm fo frighted! and fo glad ; 

Sir G. Where's your Lady Lak een "5 

Ab. Marry I don't know where I am myſelf—1 can t 

forbear weeping for joy 

Sir G. Your Lady! I ſay: your Lady 1 muſt bring | 
you to yourſelf with one pinch more——, 1 1 
2 Ab. Oh! leg has en a a 8 wbile with % * 
Steward. | = 3 


3 
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Sir G. Then he has open'd the whole ſtory to her. 
I'm glad he has proper d her. Oh! here ſhe comes. 


Enter Lor h, eee „8 oil. 
OT, Where is he ? let me 3& into his arms? my 8 
Life! my Soul! my huſband! 

Sir G. Oh! let me catch thee 10 my heart, deareſt 


of women. 


Lady. Are you: then ſtill give; and are you wins 1. T 
can ſcarce believe my ſenſes ! Now am I happy indeed! 
Sir G. My heart is too full to anſwer thee. 

Lach. How cou'd you be ſo eruel to defer giving me 


that joy which you knew I muſt receive from your 


- Preſence? Vou have robb'd my life of ſome hours of 
happineſs that ought to have been in it. 4 Be 
Sr G. It was to make our happineſs: the more 8 | 
and unmixt : There will be now no doubts to daſh it. 
What has been the affliction of our lives, has given a 
variety to them, and will hereafter PF us WINK a 
thouſand materials to talk of. 2 
Lady. I am now ſatisfied that it is not in the power 
0 of abſence to leſſen your love towards me. 
Sir G. And I am ſatisfied that it is not in the power 
of death to mann that love which makes me the hap- 
Poſt of men. 
Lady. Was ever woman ſo bleſt! to find a again the 
darling of ber ſoul, when ſhe thought him loſt for ever! 
to enter into a kind of ſecond marriage with the only 
man whom ſhe was ever capable of loving! 
Sir G. May it be as happy as our firſt, I dere no 
more! Believe me, my dear, I want words to expreſs 
thoſe tranſports of j joy and tenderneſs which are every 
moment ben þ in my heart whilſt 1 1 1 to thee. 
* N ve: an re . 
"hs Joft as the Steward told us, lads! book you 
there, if he ben't with any: Lady-alteady ? 
Gard. He! he! he! whats Foyful night will this be 
| for Madam. 
f Coach b 
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Coach. As I was coming in at the ate, a ſtrange 
gentleman whiſk'd by me; but he took to his 1 
and made away to the George. If 1 did not {ee Maſ- 
ter before me, I ſhou'd have ſworn it had been his 
Honour 
Card. Haſt thou given orders for the bells to be ſet 
a ringing? 
Coach. Never trouble thy head about that, 'tis one. 
Sir G. (To Lady.] My dear, I long as much to tell 
vou my whole ſtory, as you do to hear it. In the mean 
while 1 am to look upon this as my wedding. day. Ill 
have nothing but the voice of mirth and feaſting in my 
houſe. My poor neighbours and my ſervants ſhall re- 
joice with me. My Hall ſhall be free to ovary. one, and. Fr 
let my cellars be thrown open. 
But. Ah! bleſs your {A may you never dic 
again! 
l The ſame good 1 man that ever he was! 
Card. Whurra! | 
Sir G. Vellum, thou haſt 9 me e moch bie to day. 
I know thou lov'ſt Abigail, but ſhe's diſappointed in a 
fortune. I'll make it up to both of you. I'II give thee 
a thouſand pound with her. It is not fit there ſhoud : 
be one ſad heart in my houſe to-night. 
Lady. What you do for Abigail, I know i is meant as 
— compliment to me. This! is a new inſtance of your: 
! love. 
„ Ab. Mr. yilun, you are a wall ſpoken man : : Pray 
do you thank my Maſter and my Lady. 
Lr G. Vellum, I hope you are not died with the 
gift 1 make 8 


vel. The gift i is e, [receive «fs you. 

A wirtuous partner, and a portion tos; 
For which in humble wiſe, I thank the donors : 
And fo we bid Good-night to both your Ho-nours. 
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Spoken by 1 Mrs. Ole. 


KONG 7. he: the par. s FTIR 1 * 
e And he deſerves the Favour at my Hand, 


Who in ay Equipage their Cauſe debating 
Has plac d two Lovers, and a third in waiting : 

I both the firfl ſhould from their Duty feverve, 
There's one behind the Mainſcot in reſerve. 

ts his next Play, if T would take this T n 7 


He promis'd 1 me to make the Number double : 


I troth 'twas ſpoke like an obli ging Creature. 


Fier though 'tis finple, yet it Hy "Cood- nature. 


»h Help a , I PRE not choofs bit grant it, 
Je Py really I thought the Play would want it, 
Paid as it is of all the uſual Arts 5 
To warm your Fancies, and to fleal your Hearts: 
No Court-intrigue nor City-cuckoldom, Ns | 
No Song, no Dance, no Mufic——but a Drum—— 
No ſmutty Thought is doubtful Phraſe expreſt, 
Ana, Gentlemen, if fo, pray where's the Teft ? 


oy "When aue wwould raiſe your Mirth, you hardly l 


Whether, in ſtrictneſt, you ſhould laugh or no: 
But turn upon the Ladies in the Pit, | 
Aud F. they agen, Jou 9. fare 'tis Wit. 


| Protea 7 7 ye Rats * ; __ the Fair 
Of all Conditions are bis equal Care. 


N 


ddl . 

He draws a Widow, who, of blameleſi Carriage, 

True to her Fointure, hates a ſecond Marriage; 
Ad, to improve a virtuous Wife's Delights, . 


Out of one Man contrives two Wedding-ni ghts ; . 
Nay, to oblige the Sex in ev'ry State, - 


A m__ f five ane "wy Jugs her Mate, 


Too 40 ng has Marriage, in this tafteleſs _ 1 
With ill bred Rallery ſupply d the Stage: 5 al 
No little Scribler is of Wit fo bare, Toons. | 
But has his fling at the poor wedded Pair, 72 4 
Our Author deals 20 in Conceits 2 Hale: e ae 3 | | 
For ſhould th' Examples of bis Play prevail, 
No Man need bluſb, though true to Marriage- voaus, 
Nor be a Jeſt, though be ſhould love his Spouſe. 
Thus has he done you Britiſh Conſorts right, 
Whoſe Huſbands, ſhould they pry like mine Os 
M ould never find you in your Conduct Slipping, 
Though they turn'd Conjurers to take you Tripping. 
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